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To  the  Right  Honourable, 

JOHN,  Earl  of  M ULGRAVE, 

Gentleman  of  his  Majefty’s  Bed-Chamber,  and  Knight 
of  the  moft]  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter. 

My  Ldtd, 

TIs  a fevere  RefleSion  which  Montaign  has  made  on  Princes^ 
That  we  ought  mt^  in  reajbn^  to  have  any  expeBations  of  Fa^ 
vourfrom  them  5 and  that  "tis  kindnefs  enough^  if  they  leave 
m in  pojfejfion  of  our  own.  The  boldnefs  of  the  Cenfeire  Jhows  the  free 
Spirit  of  the  Author  : And  the  SubjeBs  t?/ England  may  jujily  con- 
gratulate to  themfelves^  that  both  the  Nature  of  our  Government^  and 
the  Clemency  of  our  King^fecure  uf  from  any  fuch  Complaint,  fin 
particular^  who  fubflB  wholely  by  his  Bounty^  am  oblig'd  to  give  po- 
Jierity  a far  other  account  of  my  Roj/al  Majier^  than  what  Mon- 
taign has  left  of  hk,  Thofe  Accufations  had  been  more  reafonable^ 
if  they  had  been  plac'd  on  inferiour  Perfons,  For  in  all  Courts^  there 
are  too  many ^ who  make  it  their  bufinefs  to  ruine  Wit:  And 

Montaign,  in  other  places^  tells  us^  what  ejfe&s  he  found  of  their 
good  Natures,'  He  defcribes  them  fuch^  who  fe  Ambition^  LuB^  or  pri- 
vate Inter  eji^  feemto  be  the  onely  end  of  their  Creation,  If  good  ac- 
crue to  any  from  them^  'tis  onely  in  order  to  their  own  defigns : con- 
fer r'dmoji  commonly  on  the  bafe  and  infamous'^  and  never  given 
but  onely  heupnmgjometimes  on  well  dejervers,  Dulnefs  has  brought 
them  to  what  they  are'-y  and  Malice  fecurcs  them  in  their  Fortunes, 
But  fomewhat  of  Specious  they  muB  have^  to  recommend  themfelves 
to  Princes^  ( for  Folly  will  not  eaCdy  go  down  in  its  own  natural 
form  with  dijcerning  Judges, ) And  diligence  in  waitings  is  their 
gilding  of  the  Pill  5 for  that  looks  like  Love^  though  'tk  onely  Inte- 
reB,  'Tis  that  which  gains 'em  their  advantage  over  witty  Men  j 
whofe  love  of  Tiber  ty  and  Eafe^  makes  them  willing  too  often  to  dif- 
charge  their  burden  of  Attendance  on  thefe  officious  Gentlemen,  'Tis 
true^  that  the  naufeoufnefs  of  fuch  Company  k enough  to  difguB  a 
reafonable  Man  5 ivhen  he  fees^  he  cun  hardly  approach  Greatnefs^ 
but  tts  a Moated  Cafle  5 he  muji  frji paj's  through  the  Mud  and  Filth 
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mthvphkhitis  encompafsd.  Thefe  are  they ^ who  wanting  Wit^  af^~ 
fe^  Gravity^  and  go  by  the  name  of  Solid  men:  andafolidman  is^ 
in  plain  Englijh^  a folid^folemn  FooL  Another  dijgnife  they  have^ 
( for  Fools^  as  well  as  Knaves^  tahg  other  names^  and  pafs  by  an 
Alias  ) and  that  is  the  Title  of  honeji  Fellows*  But  this  honefty  of 
theirs  ought  to  have  many  Grains  for  its  Allowance  3 jor  certainly 
they  are  no  farther  hone  11^  than  they  are  (illy  : They  are  naturally  mif  ■ 
chievous  to  their  power  5 and  if  they  fpeak^not  malicioujly^^y  f^arply^ 
of  witty  men^  His  onely  becaufe  God  has  not  bellow'd  on  them  the 
gift  of  utterance*  They  fawn  and  crouch  to  men  of  part  s^  whom  they 
cannot  ruine  : quote  their  Wit  when  they  are prefent^  and  when  they 
are  abfent^fieal  their  JeJis  : But  to  thofe  who  are  under  'em^  and 
whom  they  can  crufh  with  eafe^  they  Jhowthemfelves  in  their  natural 
Antipathy:^  there  they  treat  Wit  like  the  common  Enemy^  and  give 
it  no  more  quarter^  than  a Dutch-man  would  to  an  Englijh  Vejfel  in 
Indies  3 they  jirike  Sail  where  they  know  they  Jhall  be  majier  d^ 
and  murder  where  they  can  with  fafety. 

This^  my  Lor  d^  is  the  CharaSer  of  a Courtier  without  Wit^  and 
therefore  that  which  is  a Satyre  to  other  men^  muji  he  a Panegyrick^ 
to  your  Lordjhip^  who  are  a Majler  of  it*  If  the  leaji  ofthefe  Re flexi- 
ons could  have  reach'd  your  Perfon^  no  neceffity  of  mine  could  have 
made  me  to  have  fought  foearnefly^andfo  long  to  have  cultivated 
your  kindnefs*^^  As  a Poet^  I cannot  but  have  made  fome  obfervations 
on  Mankind  The  lownefs  of  my  Fortune  has  not  yet  brought  me 
to  flatter  Vice  3 and  'tis  my  duty  to  give,  tejiimony  to  Virtue*  'Tis 
true^  your  Lordjhip's  not  of  that^  nature^  which  either  feeky  a Com- 
ntendation^  or  wants  it*  Tour  mind  has  always  been  above  the  wretch- 
ed affeXationof  Popularity*  A popular  manis^in  truths  no  better  than 
a Projiitute  to  common  Fame^  and  to  the  People.  He  lies  down  to 
every  one  he  meets  for  the  hire  ofpraife  3 and  his  Humility  is  onely 
a dijguis'd  Ambition*  Even  Cicero  himfelf  whofe  Eloquence  de- 
fervid  the  admiration  of  Mankind yet  ly  his  infat iable  thirji  of 
Fame^  he  has  lejfen'd  his  Char aXer  with  fucceeding  Ages:  His  AXion 
againji  Catiline  be  faid  t a have  ruin'd  the  Conful^  whenit  fav'd 

the  City  : for  it  fo  fwell'd  his  Soul^  which  was  not  truly  great ^ that 
ever  afterwards  it  was  apt  to  be  over-fet  with  vanity.  And  this 
made  his  Virtue  fo  fufpeXed  by  his  Friends^  that  Brutus,  whom  of 
dl  mn  he  ado/d^  ref  usd  him  a place  in  his  Confpiracy.  A Modern 
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Wit  has  made  this  Obfervation  on  him^  That  covet wg  to  recommend 
himfelf  to  Pofterity^  he  beggd  it  as  an  Alms  of  all  his  Friends^  the 
Hijiorians:;  to  remember  his  Confulflnp:  Andobferve^ifyoupleafe^ 
the  odnefs  of  the  event  --i  all  their  Hifiories  are  lofl^  and  the  vanity 
of  his  requeji  jlandsyet  recorded  in  his  own  Writings.  How  much 
more  great  and  manly  inyour  Lordfkip^  is  your  contempt  of  popular 
applaufe.^  and  your  retir'd  Virtue^  which  Jlnnes  onely  to  a few  5 with 
whom  you  live  Jbeafily  and  freely^  that  you  make  it  evident^  yon  have 
a Soul  which  is  capable  of  all  the  tendernefs  of  Friendfnp  5 and  that 
you  onely  retire  your  felf from  thofe  ^ who  are  not  capable  of  returning 
it.  Tour  kindnefs^  where  you  have  once  p lac  dit^  is  inviolable  : And 
"tis  to  that  onely  I attribute  my  happinefs  in  your  love.  This  makes 
me  more  ea(ily  forfakg  an  Argument^  on  which  I could  otherwife  delight 
to  dwell:  Imean^  your  Judgment  in  your  choice  of  Friends^  he-- 
caufe  1 have  the  honour  to  be  one.  After  which^  I am  Jure  you  will 
more  eafily  permit  me  to  befllent^  in  thecareyou  have  taken  of  my 
Fortune '-y  which  you  have  refcudj  not  onely  from  the  power  of  others^ 
but  from  my  worji  of  Enemies^  my  own  modejiy  and  Lazinefs.  Which 
favour^  had  it  been  employ  d on  a more  deferving  SubjeB^  had  been  an 
ejfeS  ofjuficeinyour  Nature'^  but^asplacdon  me^  is  onely  Charity. 
Tet^  withal^  'tis  conferrd  on  fuch  a man^  as  prefers  your  kiudnefs  it 
felf  before  any  of  its  Co nfeque nee s and  who  values^  as  the  great efl 
of  your  Favours^  thofe  of  your  Loveland  of  your  Converfation.  From 
this  conjiancy  to  your  Friends^  I might  reafonably  afume^  that  your 
Refentments  would  be  as  Jlrong  and  lajling^  if  they  were  not  re- 
Jiraind  by  a nobler  Principle  of  good  Nature  and  Generoflty.  For  * 
certainly^  'tisthe  fame  composition  of  Mind^  the fame  Refolution  and  ' 
Courageyvhich  makes  the  great  eft  Friendf dips  ^and  the  greatest  Enmi- 
ties. And  he  who  is  too  lightly  reconciVd^  after  high  Provocations^ 
may  recommend  himfelf  to  the  World  for  a Chriftian^  but  I ftdould  ' 
hardly  trull  him  for  a Friend.  The  Italians  have  a Proverb  to  that 
purpofejto  forgive  the  firft  time  fliows  me  a good  Catholic, the  Se- 
cond time  a Fool.  To  this  firmnefs  in  all  your  Actions  ( though  you 
are  wanting  in  no  ether  Ornaments  of  Mind  and  Body  ^ yet  to  this)  I / 
principally  aferibe  the  Intereft  your  Merits  have  acquir  d you  in  the 
Royal  Family.  A Prmce^  who  isconftant  to  himfelf  and fteady  in  * 
all  his  undertakings  5 one  with  whom  that  Chara&cr  of  Horace  will 
agree^ 
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Si  fraftus  illabatur  orbis 
Impavidum  ferient  ruin^. 

Such  an  or?e  carmot  but  place  anejieem^  and  repofe  a confidence  oh 
him^  whom  no  Adverfity^  no  change  of  Courts^  no  Bribery  of  Inter  efi  /, 
or  Cabals  of  Fa&ions^  or  Advantages  of  Fortune^  can  remove  from 
the  folid  foundations  of  Honour  and  Fidelity, 

Ille  meos,  primus  qui  mefibi  junxit,  ampres 
Abftulit  5 ille  habeat  fecum,lervetque  fepulcro. 

How  well  your  Lordfiip  will  deferve  that  praife^  I need  no  injpira- 
tion  to  foretel.  Ton  have  already  left  no  room  for  Prophecy ; your 
early  undertakings  have  been  fuch^  in  the  fervice  of  your  King  and 
Countrey  f when  you  oferA  your felf  to  the  molt  dangerous  employ- 
ment^ that  of  the  Sea'-^  when  you  chofe  to  abandon  thofe  delight  Sy  to 
which  your  Louth  and  Fortune  did  invite you^  to  undergo  the  ha- 
%ardsy  andy  which  was  worfe^  the  company  of  common  Sea-men^  that 
yon  have  made  it  evident you  will  refufe  no  opportunity  of  r endring 
your  fe  If  ufeful  to  the  Nation^  when  either  your  Courage  orConduh 
fhall  be  requirA,  The fame  zeal  and  fait  hfulnefs  continues  in  your 
Bloudy  which  animated  one  of  your  Noble  Ancejlors  to  facrifice  hk  life 
in  the  parrel  of  his  Sovereign:  though  ^ I hope^  both  for  your  fake, 
and  for  thepubHck^  Tranquillity,  the  fame  occafion  will  never  be  of- 
fer d to  your  Lordfjip,  and  that  a better  Defiiny  will  attend  you. 
But  I make  hajie  to  conflder  you  as  abflralted  from  a Court,  which 
( if  you  will  give  me  leave  to  nfe  a term  of  Logic  k^^  is  onely  an  Ad- 
junef,  not  a Propriety  of  Happinefs,  The  Academicky,  I confefs,  were 
willing  to  admit  the  Goods  of  Fortune  into  their  Notion  of  Felicity'-^ 
but  I do  not  remember,  that  any  of  the  Sells  of  old  Philofophers  did 
ever  leave  a room  for  Greatnejs,  Neither  am  I formA  to  praife  a 
Court,  who  admire  and  covet  nothing,  but  the  eafinefs  and  quiet  of 
retirement,  I naturally  withdraw  my  fight  from  a Precipice and  ad- 
mit the  ProfpeS  be  never  fo  large  and  goodly,  can  take  no  plcafure 
even  in  looking  on  the  downfall,  though  I amfecurefrom  the  danger, 
Methinky  there  s fomething  of  a malignant  joy  in  that  excellent  dc- 
feription  of  Lucretius, 

Suave  mari  magno  turbantibus  acquora  ventis 
E terra  nxignum  alterius  fpeftare  laborem  5 
Non  quia  vexai  i quenquam  eft  jucunda  voluptas 
Sed  quibus  ipfe  maliscarcas,  quia  cernerc  fuave  eft. 
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I am  fare  hk  Mafier  Epicurus, my  better  Majier  Cowley,  pre^' 
ferd  the  foUtnde  of  a Garde»^  and  the  converfatmi  of  a friend 
to  any  conflderation^  fo  much  as  a regard^  of  thofe  unhappy  People^ 
whom  in  our  own  wrongs  we  call  the  great.  True  greatnefs^  if  it  be 
any  where  on  Earthy  is  in  a private  Firtne*^  remov'd  from  the  notion 
of  Pomp  and  Vanity^  confin'd  to  a contemplation  of  it  felf  and. 
centring  on  it  felf: 

Omnis  enim  per  fe  Divum  natura,  necefle  eft 
Immortali  aevo  (umma  cum  pace  fruatur  ^ 

Curd  femota,  metuquc 

Ipfe  fuis  pollens  opibus* — 

If  thk  be  not  the  life  of  a Deity ^ becanfc  it  cannot  confijl  with 
Providence  ^ *tis  at  leajt  a godlikg  life:  lean  he  contented^  ( and  I 
am  fure  I have  your  Lordjhip  of  my  opinion  ) with  an  humbler 
Jiation  in  the  Temple  of  Plrtne , than  to  he  fet  on  the  Pinacle 
of  it. 

Defpicere  unde  queas  alios,  paffimque  videre 
Errarc,  atque  viam  palantis  qu^rere  vit^. 

The  truth  is^  the  confideration  of  fo  vain  a Creature  as  man^  k 
not  worth  our  pains.  I have  fool  enough  at  home  without  looking 
for  it  abroad  : and  am  a fuficient  Theater  to  my  felf  of  ridiculous 
aUio'nsyrithout  expelling  company^  either  in  a Ceurt^  a Town^  or 
Play~houfe.  Tis  on  this  account  that  I am  weary  with  drawing 
the  deformities  of  Life^  and  Lazars  of  the  People^  where  every  figure 
^fimperfeSion  more  refembles  me  than  it  can  do  others.  If  I muji 
he  condemn  d to  Rhyme^  I Jhould  find  feme  eafe  in  my  change  of 
funijhment.  I defire  to  be  no  longer  the  Silyphus  of  the  Stage  y 
to  rowl  up  a Stone  with  endlefs  labour  ( which  to  follow  the  proverb^ 

fathers  no  Moffe  f)  and  which  is  perpetually  fading  down  again. 

never  thought  my  felf  very  fit  for  an  Employment^  where  many  of 
my  Predecejfors  have  excel! d me  in  all  kinds'-^  and  feme  of  my  Con-- 
temporaries^  even  in  my  own  partial  Judgment ^ have  out-done  me  in 
Comedy.  Some  little  hopes  I have  yet  remaining^  and  thofe  toOy 
conf  dering  my  abilities^  may  be  vain^  that  I may  make  the  world 
fame  part  of  amends^  for  many  iU  Playes^  by  an  Heroique  Poem. 
Tour  Lordjhip  has  been  long  acquainted  with  my  dekgn  h the  fub^ 
yell  of  which  you  hyiow  is  great ^ the  Jiory  Englife^  and  neither  too 
far  dijiant  from  the  prefent  Ageytor  too  near  approaching  it.  Such 
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ft  is  in  opinion  that  I could  not  have  wijh'd  a nobler  occafon  tsr 
da  honour  by  it  to  my^  King^  my  Country^  and  my  friends  mojlof 
our  antieirf  Nob?  lily  being  concern  d in  the  AClion.  And  your  Lord^ 
j!)iphas  one  particular  reafon  to  promote  this  undertakings  becaujbyou 
were  the  frU  who  gave  me  the  opportunity  of  difeourftng  it  tohk  Ma^ 
jefijs  and  his  Royal  Highnefs : They  were  then  pleas^d^  both  to 
commend  the  Defgnyctndto  encourage  it  by  their  Commands.  But  the 
nnfettrdnefsofmy  condition  has  hitherto  put  a Bop  to  my  thoughts 
concerning  it.  As  I am  no  jucceffor  to  Womex  in  his  Wit^  fo  neither 
do  I defre  to  be  in  his  Poverty.  I can  make  no  Rhapfodies^  nor  go  a 
begging  at  the  Crucian  doors^  while  1 fing  the  praijes  of  their  Ance* 
Jiors.  The  times  of  V'li'gil pleafe  me  better ^ becauje  he  had  an  Augu- 
ftus  for  his  Patron.  And  to  draw  the  Allegory  nearer  you^  I am  Jure 
1 fall  not  want  a Mecenas  with  him.  'Tis  for  your  Lordjhipto  Jlir 
. np  that  remembrance  in  his  Majejiy^  which  his  many  avocations  of 
hufwefs  have  caus  d him^  Ifear^  to  lay  ajtde.  And^  ( as  himfelf  and 
his  Royal  Brother  are  the  Heroes  of  the  Poem)  to  reprefent  to  them 
the  Images  of  their  Warlike  PredeceJ/brs  ^ Achilles  isfaid  to  be 
rous  d to  Glory  s with  the  ^ght  of  the  Combat  before  the  Ships.  For 
my  own  parts  I atnfatisfiA  to  have  offer  d the  De(lgn^  and  it  may 
be  to  the  advantage  of  my  Reputation  to  have  it  refus'd  me. 

In  the  meantimes  my  Lords  I take  the  confidence  toprefenf  you 
with  aTragedy the  Char  aBers  of  which  are  the  near  eft  tothofe  of 
an  Heroic  k^Poem.  'Twas  dedicated  to  you  in  my  hearts  before  'twas 
prefented  on  the  Stage.  Somethings  init  have  pajs  dyour  approba^ 
tions  and  many  your  amendment.  Ton  were  likewife  pleas'd  to  re- 
.commend  it  to  the  King's  perufals  before  the  laB  hand  was  added  to 
it^  and  when  I receiv'd  the  favour  from  hims  to  have  the  moficon- 
fderable  event  of  it  model! d by  his  Royal  Pleajure.  It  may  be  fome 
vanity  in  me  to  add  his  Tejiimonyt hens  and  which  hegracioujly  con* 
firm'd  afterwar  dss  that  it  was  the  beji  of  all  my  Tragedies  3 in  which 
he  has  made  Authentick^  my  private  opinion  of  it  5 at  leajis  he  has 
given  it  a value  by  his  Commendations  which  it  had  not  by  my 
Writing. 

That  which  was  not  pleafing  to  fome  of  the  fair  Ladies  in  thejaji 
A3  of  its  I dare  not  vindicates  fo  neither  can  I wholly  condemn^ 

till  I find  more  reafon  for  their  Cenfures.  The  procedure  of  Inda- 
mora  and  Mekfinda;  feems  yet^  in  my  judgment^  naturaly  and  not 
‘ unbecoming 
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nnh^coming  of  their  Chara&ers.  If  they  who  arraign  them  fail  not 
more^  the  World  will  never  blame  their  condnU  : And  Ifyall  beglad^ 
for  the  honoitr  of  my  Conntrey^  to  find  betWr  Images  ofVirtue  drawn 
to  the  life  in  their  behaviour^  than  any  I could  feign  to  adorn  the 
Theatre,  I confefsf  have  onely  reprefented  a pra&icable  Virtue^  mix  d 
with  the  frailties  and  imperfe&icns  of  humane  life.  I have  made  my 
Heroine  fearful  of  deaths  which  neither  Caffandra  nor  Cleopatra 
would  have  heen'-^  and  they  themjelves^  I doubt  it  not,,  would  have 
outdone  Romance  in  that  particular,  Mandana  and  the 

Cyrits  was  written  by  a Lady  ) was  not  altogether  fo  hard-hearted  : 
for  Jhe  fat  down  on  the  cold  ground  by  the  King  of  Affyria,  and  not 
onely  pitid  him,,  who  dy  d in  her  defence  5 but  allow  d him  feme  fa  - 
vours,,  fuch,,  perhaps,  as  they  would  thin  fiwuld  onely  be  permitted 
to  her  Cyrus.  7 have  made  Melefinda,  in  oppoftion  ^^?Nour- 
mahal^  a Woman  paifionately  loving  of  her  Husband,  patient  of  in- 
juries and  contempt,  and  constant  in  her  kindnefs,  to  the  laji  : and  in 
that,  perhaps,  I may  have  errd,  becaufe  it  is  not  a Virtue  much  in 
uje.  Thoje  Indian  Wives  are  loving  Fools,  and  may  do  well  to 
keep  themfelves  in  their  own  Countrey,  or,  at  leaf,  to  keep  company 
with  the  Arria’s  and  Portia’s  of  old  Rome : fome  of  our  Ladies 
know  better  things.  But,  it  may  be,  I am  parti  alto  my  own  Writings  c 
yet  I have  labour'd  as  much  as  any  man,  to  diveji  my  felf  of  the 
filf  opinion  of  an  Author'-^  and  am  loo  well  fat  isfi'd  of  my  own  weak^ 
nefs,  to  be  pleas'd  with  any  thing  I haze  written.  But  on  the  other 
(Ide,  my  reafon  tells  me,  that, in  probability,  what  I have  ferioufiy  and 
long  confiderd,  may  be  as  likely  to  be  juft  and.  natural,  as  what  an 
ordinary  Judge  (if  there  be  a?7y  fuch  amongft  thofe  Ladies Jwill thinks 
fit,  in  a tranfent  Prefentation,  to  be  plac'd  in  tfe  room  of  that  which 
they  condemn.  The  mojl judicious  Writer  is  fometimes  mijiaken,  after 
alibis  care  : hut  the  hajiy  Critief,  who  judges  on  a view,  is  full  as 
liable  to  be  deceiv'd.  Let  him  firjlconftdcr  all  the  Arguments,  which 
the  Author  had,to  write  this, or  to  defgn  the  other,  before  he  arraigns 
him  of  a fault : and  then, perhaps, on  fecond  thoughts,  he  will find  his 
Reafon  oblige  him  to  revoke  his  Cenfure.  Tet,  after  all,  I will  not  be 
too  pofitive.  Homo  fum,  hiimani  a me  nihil  alienum  puto.  As  I am 
a Man,  I muf  be  changeable  : and.  fometijnes  the  gravejl  of  us  all  ■. 
are  fo,  even  upon  ridiculous  accidents.  Our  minds  are  perpetually 
wrought  on  by  the  temperament  of  our  Bodies : which  makes  mefuf 
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they  are  marer  atlid^  than  either  our  Pbilofophers  or  School^ 
Divines  vpill  alloxv  them  ti^e.  IhaveObferv  faysMont^Ligtij  that 
rvhen  the  Body  is  out  of  Order ^ its  Companion  is  feldom  at  his  eafi. 
Anill  Dream^  or  a Cloudy  day^  has  power  to  change  this  wretched 
Creature^  who  is  fo  proud  of  a reafonahle  Soul^  and  make  him  thinks 
what  he  thought  not  yeBer  day.  And  Homer  was  of  this  opinion^  as 
Cicero  is  pie  asA  to  tranjlate  him  for  us  : 

Tales  funt  hominum  mentes  quali  pater  iple 
Jupiter,  audiferaluftravit  lampade  terras. 

Or  as  the  fame  Author^  in  hk  Thufculane  ^eBions^fpeaks  with  more 
modejiythan  nfual  of  himfelf:  Nos  in  diem  vivimus^  quodcui> 
que  animos  noftros  probabilitate  percuffit,  iddicimus.  T/>  not 
therefore  impoffible^  hft  that  I may  alter  the  conclufon  of  my  Play ^ to 
rejiore  my  fc  If  into  the  good  Graces  of  my  fair  Critic  kj.  And  your 
Lordjhip^  whokfo  well  with  them^  may  do  me  the  Office  of  a Friend 
and  Patron^  to  intercede  with  them  on  mypromife  of  amendments 
The  Impotei  t Lover  in  Petronius,  though  hk  was  a very  unpardo- 
nable  crime ^ yet  was  receivd  to  mercy  on  the  terms  I offer,  Summa 
excufitionis  me^  h^c  eft : placebo  tibi,  ft  culpam  emendare  per- 
miferis. 

Butlam  conjcious  to  my  felf  of  offering  at  a greater  boldnefs^  in 
prefenting  to  your  view  what  my  meannefs  can  produce^  than  in  any 
other  error  of  my  Play.  And  therefore  make  hajie  to  break,of[  thk  te-‘ 
dious  Addrefs^  which  has^  I hyiow  not  how^  already  run  it  felf  into  fo 
much  of  Pedantry  j withan  excufe  ofTuWj's^  which  he fent  with  hk 
Books  De  Finibus,  to  hk  Friend  Brutus,  De  ipfis  rebus  autem,  fe. 
penumero  Bmte  vereor  ne  reprehendar,  cum  ha^c  ad  te  ftribam, 
qui  turn  in  Poefi,(  I change  it  from  Philofbphiajtumin  optimo  ge- 
nere  Poefeos  tantum  procefferis.  Quod  ft  facerem  quaft  te  erudi- 
ens,  jure  reprehenderer.  Sedabeo  plurimiim  abfum ; nec,utea 
cognofcas  quae  tibi  notiflima  funt  ad  te  mitto : fed  quia  fiicillime 
in  nomine  tuo  acquiefeo,&  quia  tehabeo  ^quiflimum  eorumftu- 
diorum,  qux  mihi  communia  tecum  funt,  ^ftimatorem  & judi- 
cem.  Which  you  maypleafe^  my  Lor  d^  to  apply  to  your  felf  from  hi  m^ 
who  is 

Your  Lordfhip’s  moft  obedient  humble  Servant, 
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OUr  Author  by  experience  finds  it  true, 

Tis  much  more  hard  to  pleafe  himfelf  than  you  r 
And  out  of  no  feign’d  modefty,  this  day, 

Damns  his  laborious  Trifle  of  a Play  : 

Not  that  its  worfe  than  what  before  he  writ, 

But  he  has  now  another  tafte  of  Wit  ^ 

And  to  confels  a truth,  (though  out  of  time  ) 

Grows  weary  of  his  long-lov’d  Miftris,  Rhyme. 

Paflion’s  too  fierce  to  be  in  Fetters  bound. 

And  Nature  flies  him  like  Enchanted  Ground. 

What  Verfe  can  do,  he  has  perform’d  in  this. 

Which  he  prefumes  the  moft  corredl:  of  his : 

But  fpite  of  all  his  pride  a fecret  fhame, 

Invades  his  breafl:  at  Shakfjpears  (acred  name : 

Aw’d  when  he  hears  his  Godlike  Romans  rage. 

He,  in  a juft  defpair,  would  quit  the  Stage. 

And  to  an  Age  lelspolifh’d,  more  unskilfd. 

Does,  with  difdainthe  foremoft  Honours  yield. 

As  with  the  greater  Dead  he  dares  not  ftrive. 

He  woud  notmatch  his  Verfe  with  thofe  who  live 
Let  him  retire,  betwixt  two  Ages  caft, 

The  firft  of  this,  and  hindmoft  of  the  laft. 

A lofing  Gamefter,  let  him  fiieak  away  5 
He  bears  no  ready  Money  from  the  Play. 

The  Fate  which  governs  Poets,  thought  it  fit, 

He  (hou  d notraife  his  Fortunes  by  his  Wit. 

The  Clergy  thrive,  and  the  litigious  Bar  3 
Dull  Heroes  fatten  with  the  (poils  of  War : 

All  Southern  Vices,  Heav’n  be  prais’d,  are  here^> 

But  Wits  a luxury  you  think  too  dear. 

When  you  to  cultivate  the  Plant  are  loath, 

Tis  a fhrewd  fign  ’twas  never  of  your  growth : 

And  Wit  in  Northern  Climates  will  not  blow. 

Except,  like  Orangt-trees^  ’tis  hous’d  from  Snow. 

There  needs  no  care  to  put  a Play-hou(e  down, 

Tis  the  moft  defart  place  of  all  the  Town. 

We  and  our  Neighbours,  to  (peak  proudly,  are 
Like  Monarchs,  ruin’d  with  expenfive  War. 

While,  like  wife  EngUJh^  unconcern’d,  you  fit. 

And  fee  us  play  the  Tragedy  of  Wit, 


^erfons  ^eprefented 


"By 


THe  old  Emperor. 

Anreng-Xebe  his  Son. 
Morat^  his  younger  Son. 
Arimant^  Governour  of  Agra, 
Vianet. 

Solyman. 

Mir  Baba. 

Abas. 

Afaph  Chan. 

Fa%el  chan. 


Mr.  Mohun. 

Mr.  Hart. 

Mr.  Kynajion. 

Mr  Winterjhal. 

Indian  t.ord.s  ^ or 
Omrabs^  of  fcve- 
ral  Fa^lions. 


Nourmahal^  the  Emprcfs.  Mrs.  Marjhal. 

Indamora^  a Captive  Queen.  Mrs.  Cox. 

Melejinda^  Wife  to  Morat.  Mrs.  Corbet. 

Xayda,  Favourite  Slave  to  , 

Emprels,  5 ^ 

SCENE,  Agra,  in  the  Year  1660, 
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Arimant,  Afaph  Chawn,  F^zel  Chawjk, . 
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HEav’tilecms  the  Empire  oftheEaftto:^ay  jj,.  n , 
On  thefiiccelsof  this  important  day  ?■  - 
Their  Arms  are  to  thelaft  decifionbentj  , , 

And  Fortune  labours  with  the  vaft  ^ent : : , i j sil,  <•  j 
She  now  has in  her  haqd  the  greateft  Ikke,:  j>  y 3 o-ir';;/!  J:, 

Whichfor  contending Monarchs  lh^  can  make^  j . - lu  j i h'V, 
Whate’r  can  urge  ambitious  Youth  to  fightf'niV  jjY  , :1  i .a  ’ id  / 
She  pompouQy  dilplays  before  their  fight : . - ^ r i ; 
Laws,  Empire,  All  permitted  to  the  Sword,  ,i  . ■ /;  ' 

And  Fate  could  ne’r  an  ampler  Scene  afford. 

■^J^pA.  Four  feveral, Armies  to  theFi^fd  are  led, 

Which^  high  in  equal  hopes  four  Princes  Head : 

and  G4«^er, our  wide  Empires  Bounds,  ' \ 

Swell  their  dy’d  Currents  with  their  Natives  wounds : , ,.i, 

Each  purple  River  winding,  as  he,  runs,  . ^ooq'Ju  ti<yi  . -jsl 
Hisbloudy  armsabout  hisflanghter’dSiWis,,.  J ■ t/io id 
Fazd.l  Wellremeniber  you  forbid  the  Sfiorm,  .-  /T  .4  m! 
When  firft  the  Brothers  did  their  :FaSaonsform;o'j.  ,,')D‘vrY  ' ,y 
When  each,  by  curs’d  Cabals  of  Vf/omen,  ftrove, 

To  draw  th’indulgent  King  to  partial  Love.  ' 

" B Ari/a. 
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4rM-  What  Heav’n  decrees^  no  prudence  can  prevent. 

To  cure  their  ihad  ArShition,  they  were  lentS  - : 

To  rule  a diftant  Province  each  alone.  ‘ - 

What  could  a careful  Father  more  have  done  ^ 

He  made  provifion  againft  all,  but  Fate  j 
While,  by  his  health,  we  held  our  peace  ofState. 

The  weight  of feyenty  Winters  preft  him  down, 

He  bent  b'eneath  the  burthen  ofa  Crown-: 

Sicknels,  at  laff,^did  his  Ipent  Body  feize, 

And  life  almoft  funk  under  the  difeafe: 
hlprtal  ’twas  thought,  at  leaftby  them  defir’d, 
WhSniffpioun^intdhis  yHrs  in^ 

As  at  a Signal,  ftreight  the  Sons  prepare  ' 

For  open  force,  and  ruih  to  hidden  War : 

Meeting,  like  Winds  broke  loofe  upon  the  Main, 

Toprove,  by  Arms,  whole  Fate  it  wasto  Reign. 

Jjaph.  Rebels  and  Parrkides ! ‘ ' ! - 

Arm.  Brand  not  thcii  actions  with  fo  foul  a name  r 
Pity,  atleaft,  what  we  are  forc’d  to  blame.  - 
When  Death’s  cold  hand  has  clos’d  the  Father’s  eye, 

You  know  the  younger  Sons  are  doom’d  to  die. 

Lels  ills  are  chofen  greater  to  avoid,  ■ ' ■ ■ 

And  Nature’s  Laws  are-by  the  States  deftroy’d."  ' ' • 

What  courage  tame/yf  could  to  de^h  conlent,  : . . - 
And  not,  by  ftrikingfirh’j  the  blow prevent?  ' ..  j 

Who fallsin  fight,  cannot  himlelfaccufe. 

And  he  dies  greatly  who  a Grown  purlues.  • 

Solymah  Agah.. ' ' r- 

Soljm.  A new  Exprefsall  Agra  does  afnght ; 

Darah  and  Aunng-Zebe  are  joyn’d  in  Fight  ^ 

The  Prels  of  people  thickens  to  the  Court, 

Th’impatient  crowd  devouring  the  report. . 

Arim.  T’eachehahging  news  they'chang’d  afFedfions  bring. 

And  lervilely  from- Fate  expeCt  a King. 

Solym.  The  Minifters  of  State,  who  gave  us  Lawj , 
Ihcornersi  with  felefted  Friends,  withdraw 
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There,  in  deaf  murmurs,  fplemnly  are  ,,, 

Whilp'ring,  like  Winds,  ere  Hurricanes  arife.  ' ,• 

The  moft  corrupt  are  moft  obleq^uious  grown. 

And  thofe  they  fcorn’d,  officioufly  they  own. 

Afaph.ln  change  of  Government, 

The  Rabble  rule  their  great  Oppreffors  Fate  ; 

Do  Sovereign  Juftice,  and  revenge  the  State. 

Solym.  The  little  Courtiers,  who  ne’r  come  to  know 
The  depth  of  Fadlions,  as  in  Mazes  go , 

Where  Int’reftsmeet  and  crols  fo  oft,  that  they 
With  too  much  care  are  wilder ’d  in  their  way. 

Arim.  What  of  the  Emperor  ? 

Sdym.  Unmov’d,  and  brave,  he  like  himfelf  appears, 
And,  meriting  no  ill,  no  danger  fears; 

Yet  mourns  his  former  vigour  loftfo  far. 

To  make  him  now  fpeftatorof  a War : 

Repining  that  he  muft  preferve  his  Crown 
By  any  help  or  courage  but  his  own : 

Wilhes,  each  minute,  he  could  unbeget 
ThofeRebel-Sons,  who  dare  t’ufiirp  his  Seat : 

To  fway  his  Empire  with  unequal  skill. 

And  mount  a Throne,  which  none  but  he  can  fill. 

Arim.  Oh ! had  he  ftill  that  Charafter  maintain’d. 
Of  Valour,  which  in  blooming  Youth  he  gain’d! 

He  promis’d  in  his  Eaft  a glorious  Race  5 . 

Now,  funk  from  his  Meridian,  fets  apace.  . - 

But  as  the  Sun,  when  he  from  Noon  declines, 

And  with  abated  heat,  left  fiercely  fhines, 

Seems  to  grow  milder  as  he  goes  away, 

Pleafing  himfelf  with  the  remains  of  Day : 

So  he  who,  in  his  Youth,  for  Glory  ftrpve. 

Would  recompence his  Age  with  Eale  and  Love.  . 
Afaph.  The  name  of  Father  hateful  to  him  grows, 
Which,  for  one  Son,  produc.g^lum  three  Foes. 

Fazel.  DaraF  the  eldeft,  bears  a generous  mind  3 
But  fo  implacable  revenge  inclin’d.  _ . 

Too  openly  does  Love  and  hatred  iliow  : ■ _ 

A bounteous Mafter,  but  a deadly  Foe. 
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Solym.  From  Sujah’s  valour  I ftiouldmuch  expeft. 

But  he’s  a Bigot  of  the  Perftan  Seft : 

And,  by  a F oreign  liit'reft feeks  to  ReigH, 

Hopelefsby  Love  the  Sceptre  to  obtain.  ' 

Afaph.  Morat's  too  infolent,  too  much  a Brave, 

His  Courage  to  his  Envy  is  a Slave. 

What  he  attempts,  if  his  endeavours  fiil 
T effeft,  he  isrefoly’d  no  other  (hall. 

Arim.  Aitreng-Zebe,  by  no  ftiong  paffion  fway’d, 
Except  his  Love,  moretemp’rateis,  and  weigh’d  : 

This  Atlas  muft  our  finking  State  uphold  5 
In  Council  cool,  but  in  Performance  bold: 

He  films  their  Virtues  in  himfelf  alone. 

And  adds  the  greateft,  ofa  Loyal  Son: 

His  Father’s  Caufe  upon  his  Sword  he  wears. 

And  with  his  Arijis,  we  hope,  his  Fortune  bears. 

Solym.  Two  vaft  Rewards  may  well  lus  courage  move, 
A Parent’s  Blefling,  and  a Miftris  Love. 

If  hefiicceed,his  recompence,'we  hear, 

Muft  be  the  Captive  Queen  ■ of  Cajjimere* 

To  them.  Abas. 

Mifchiefs  on  mifchiefs,  greater  ftill,  and  more : 
The  neighb’ring  Plain  with  Arms  is  cover’d  o’r : 
TheValean Iron-Harveftfeemsto  yield 
Of  thick-fprung  Lances  in  a waving  Field. 

The  pollifti’d  5teel  gleams  terribly  from  far. 

And  every  moment  nearer  ftiows  the  War. 

The  Horfes  Neighing  by  the  Wind  is  blown. 

And  Caftl’d-Elephants  o’r-look  the  Town. 

Arim.  If,  as  I fear,  Morat  thefe  Pow’rs  commands. 

Our  Empire  on  the  brink  of  ruine  ftands  > 
Th’ambitiousEmprels  with  hd;  ^jn  is  joyn’d. 

And,  in  his  Brother’s  abfence,  hasdefign’d 
The  unprovided  Town  to  take  with  eafe, 

Afld  than,  tke  Perfonof  the  King  to  feize. 
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Solym.To  all  his  former  Tffue  fhe  has  (hown • 
Long  hate,  and  labour’d  to  advance  her  own. 

Ab.  Thefe  Troops  are  his. 

Surat  he  took  5 and  thence,  preventing  Fame, 
By  quick  and  painful  Marches  hither  came. 
Since  his  approach,  he  to  his  Mother  lent. 

And  two  long  hours  in  clofe  debate  were  (pent. 

Arim.  Til  to  my  Charge,  the  Cittadel,  repair. 
And  (how  my  duty  by  my  timely  care. 


To  them  the  Emperor  with  a Letter  in  his  hand:  after  bittt^  an 
Ambajfador^  with  aTrain  following, 

Afaph.  But  (ee,  the  Emperor  ! a fiery  red 
His  Brows  and  glowing  Temples  does  o’r-lpread, 

Mor at  hzsCome  di(plea(ing  Me(Tage(ent. 

Amb.  Do  not, great  Sir,  milconftrue  his  intent  5 
Nor  call  Rebellion  what  was  prudent  care. 

To  guard  himfelf  by  neceflfary  War : 

While  he  believ’d  you  living,  he  obey’d : 

His  Governments  but  as  your  Vice-R  oy  (way’d  t 
But,  when  he  thought  you  gone, 

T’augment  the  number  of  the  Blefs’d  above. 

He  deem’d  ’em  Legacies  of  Royal  love : 

Nor  arm’d  his  Brothers  Portions  to  invade. 

But  to  defend  the  prefent  you  had  made. 

Emp.  By  frequent  Meffages,  and  drift  Commands, 

He  knew  my  plealiire  to  difchargehis  Bands : 

Proof of  my  life  my  Royal  Signet  made  ^ 

Yet  (fill  hearm’d,  came  on,  and  di(bbey’d. 

Amb,  He  thought  the  Mandat  forg’d,  your  death  conceal’d 
And  but  delay’d,  till  truth  (hould  be  reveal’d. 

Emp.  News  of  my  death  from  Rumor  he  receiv’d  5 
. And  what  he  wifh’d,  he  eafily  believ’d : 

But  long  demurr’d,  though  from  my  hand  hekcew 
I liv’d,  ft>  loath  he  was  to  think  it  true. 

Since  he  pleads  ignorance  to  that  command, 
Nowlethimlhowhis  duty,  and  disband. 
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His  Honour,  Sir,  will^fufFer  in  the  Caui^ 

He  yields  his  Arms  unjuft  if  he  withdraws  : ■ 

And  begs  his  Loyalty  may  be  declar’d,  ^ 

By  owning  thofe  he  leads  to  be  your  guard. 

Emp.  I,  in  my  felf,  have  all  the  Guard  I need  ^ 

Bid  theprefumptuous  Boy  drawoff  wuth  fpecd; 

If  his  audacious  Troops  one  hour  remain. 

My  Cannon  from  the  Fort  ftiall  ftourthe  Plain. 

Since  you  deny  him  entrance,  he  demands 
His  Wife,  whom  cruelly  you  hold  in  Bands: 

Her,  if  unjuftly  you  from  him  detain. 

He  juftly  will  by  force  of  Arms  regain. 

E^/p,  O’r  him,  and  his,  a right  from  Heav’n  I have  5 
Subjeft,  and  Son,  he’s  doubly  born  my  Slave. 

But  whatfoe’r  his  own  demerits  are. 

Tell  him,  I (hail  not  make  on  Women,  War. 

And  yet  111  do  hex  Innocence  the  grace, 

To  keep  her  here,  as  in  the  fafer  place. 

But  thou,  who  daf  ft  this  bold  defiance  bring, 

May ’ft  feel  the  rage  of  an  offended  King. 

Hence  from  my  fight,  without  the  leaft  reply : 
vOne  word,  nay,  one  look  more,  and  thou  (halt  die. 

£ Exit  A^ba/ador. 

Re-e^fer  Arimant. 

Arim,  May  Heav  n,  grearMonarch,  ftill  augment  your  blifi 
With  length  of  days,  and  every  day  like  this. 

For,  from  the  Banks  of  Gemna  news  is  brought. 

Your  Army  has  a bloudy  Battel  fought : 

Darah  from  Loyal  Aure^g-Zebe  is  fled  3 
And  fourty  thoufand  of  his  Men  lie  dead. 

To  Sujdh  next  your  conquering  Army  drew  5 
Him  they  (urpris’d,  and  eafily  o’r-threw. 

EmpATiswdl  ^ -- 

Arim.  But  well ! what  more  could  at  your  wi(h  be  done^ 

, Than  two  fuch  Conquefts  gain’d  by  fuch  a Son  ? 

Your  pardon,  mighty  Sir  b 


You 
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You  ftem  not  high  enough  your  Joys  to  rate  3 
You  ftand  indebted  a valt  fum  to  Fate : 

And  (hould  large  thanks  for  the  great  Bleffing  pay.- 
Emp.  My  fortune  owes  me  greater  everyday. 

And,  fliould  my  joy  more  high  for  this,  appear. 

It  would  have  argu'd  me  before  of  fear. 

How  is  Heav’n  kind,  where  I have  nothing  won. 

And  Fortune  onely  pays  me  with  my  own  ? 

Ari»/.  Great  did  duteous  care  exprels:- 

And  durft  not  puQi  too  far  his  good  fiiccels. 

But  left  Morat  the  Cityfhould  attack, 

Commanded  his  viftorious  Army  back  3 
Which,  left  to  march  as  fwiftly  as  they  may, 

Himfelf  comes  firft,  and  will  be  here  this  day,  - 
Before  aclofe-form’d  Siege  fhut  up  his  way. 

Emp.  Prevent  his  purpole,  hence,  hence  with  all  thy  fpeed. 
Stop  him  3 his  entrance  to  the  Town  forbid. 

How,  Sir  > your  Loyal,  your  Viftorious  Son  > 

Emp.  Him  would  I3  more  than  all  the  Rebels,  fhun.  ' 
Arim.Whom  with  your  pow’r  and  fortune,  Sir,  you  truft*3- 
Now  to  fulpeft  is  vain,  as  'tis  unjuft. 

He  comes  not  with  a T rain  to  move  your  fear,  , 

But  trufts  himlelf^  to  be  a pris’ner  here. 

You  knew  him  brave,  you  know  him  faithful  now : 

He  aims  at  Fame,  but  Fame  from  ferving  you. 

’Tis  laid.  Ambition  in  his  breaft  does  rage 

Who  would  not  be  the  Hero  of  an  Age 

All  grant  him  prudent : prudence  intereft  weighs,, 

And  intereft  bids  him  feek  your  love  and  praife. 

I know  you  grateful  3 When  he  march’d  from  hence,,. 

You  bad  him.hope  an  ample  recompence : ■ 

He  conquer’d  in  that  hope  3 and  from  your  hands. 

His  Love,  the  precious  pledge  he  left,  demands. 

Emp.  No  more  3 you  fearch  too  deep  my  wounded  mind ; ; 
And  lliiow  me  what  I fear,  and'would  not  find. 

My  Son  has  all  the  debts  of  duty  paid  : 

Our  Prophet  fends  him  to  my  prefent  aid. 


Such  virtue  to  diftruft  were  bafe  and  low  5 

I*m  not  ungrateful or  I was  not  fo ! 

Inquire  no  farther,  ftop  his  coming  on ; 

I will  not,  cannot,  dare  not  fee  my  Son. 

Arim,  Tis  now  too  late  his  entrance  to  prevent : 

Nor  muft  I to  your  mine  give  confent. 

At  once  your  Peoples  heart  and  Sons  you  lofe : 

And  give  him  all,  when  you  juft  things  refufe. 

Thou  lov’ft  me  fore  5 thy  faith  has  oft  been  tr  i‘d. 
In  ten  pitch’d  Fields,  not  (hrinking  from  my  fide, 
Yetgiv’ftme  no  advice  to  bring  me  eafe. 

Artm.  Can  you  be  cur’d,  and  tell  not  your  difeafe?  ^ 

I ask’d  you.  Sir.  • 

Emp.  i — Thou  fhould’ft  have  ask’d  again : 

There  hangs  a fecret  fhame  on  guilty  men. 

Thou  fhouldft  have  pull’d  the  fecret  from  mybreaft, 

T orn  out  the  bearded  .Steel  to  give  me  reft : 

At  leaft,  thou  ftiould’ft  have  ghefi’d u— , 

Yet  thou  art  honeft,  thou  could’ft  near  have  ghels’d. 

Haft  thou  been  never  bafe  ? did  Love  ne’r  bend 
Thy  frailer  Virtue,  to  betray  thy  Friend? 

Flatter  me, make  thy  Court,  and  (ay,  It  did: 

Kings  in  a Crowd  would  have  their  Vices  hid. 

We  would  be  kept  in  count’nance,  (av’d  from  (hame ; 
And  own’d  by  others  who  commit  the  (ame. 

Nay,  now  I have  confe(s’d. 

Thou  feed  me  naked,  and  without  dilguife : 

I look  on  Aureng-Zebe  with  Rivals  eyes. 

He  has  abroad  my  enemyes  o’recome. 

And  I have  (ought  to  ruin  him  at  home.  • 

Arim,  This  free  confeffion  ftiowes  you  long  did  drive : 
And  virtue,  though  oppreft,  is  ftill  alive. 

But  what  foccels  did  your  injuftice  find  ? 

Ewp,  What  it  deferv’d,  and  not  what  I defigii’d. 
Unmov’d  (he  ftood,  and  deaf  to  all  my  prayers. 

As  Seas  and  Winds  to  finking  Mariners. 

But  Seas  grow  calm,  and  Winds  are  reconcil’d: 

Her  Tyrant  beauty  never  grows  more  mild. 


Pray’rs 
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Pray’rs,  promifes,  and  threats  were  all  in  vain,  t 

Artm.  Then  cure  your  felf  by  generous  difdain. 

Umf.  Virtue,  dildain,  delpair,  I oft  have  tri’d. 

And  foil’d,  have  with  new  Armsmy  Foe  defi’d. 

This  made  me  with  fb  little  joy  to  hear 
The  Viftory,  when  I the  Viftor  fear.  - 

Arim.  Something  you  (wiftly  muft  rclblve  to  do. 

Left  Aurettg-Zebe  your  fecret  Loveftiould  know. 

Moral  without  does  for  your  ruine  wait , 

And  would  you  lofe  the  Buckler  of  your  State  i* 

A jealous  Emprels  lies  within  your  Arms, 

Too  haughty  to  endure  ncglefted  Charms. 

Your  Son  is  duteous,  but(  as  Man  ) he’s  frail. 

And  juft  revenge  o’r  vertue  may  prevail. 

Emp.  Go  then  to  Indamora^  lay  from  me, 

Two  Lives  depend  upon  her  fecrefle. 

Bid  her  conceal  my  paffion  from  my  Son- 
Though  Atirmg-Zebe  return  a Conqueror, 

Both  he  and  fhe  are  ftill  within  my  pow’r. 

Say,  I’m  a Father,  but  a Lover  too ; 

Much  to  my  Son,  more  to  my  felf  I owe. 

Whenfhereceiveshim,  to  her  words  give  Law:  - 

And  even  the  kindneft  of  her  glances  awe. 

See,  he  appears  1 

[_After a Jhort  rohifper,  Axixaant  departs, 

y'\  Effter  Anreng-Zehe^Diamt,  and  Attendafsts.  AurengZebe 
kneels  to  his  Father^  and  kijjes  his  hand. 

Anr.  My  Vows  have  been  {uccelsful  as  my  Sword : 

My  pray’rs  are  heard,  you  have  your  health  reftor’d. 

Once  more  tis  given  me  to  behold  your  face : 

I The  beft  of  Kings  and  Fathers  to  embrace. 

< Pardon  my  tears , ’tis  joy  which  bids  ’em  flow, 
j A joy  which  never  was  uncere  till  now. 

I That  which  my  Conqueft  gave  I could  not  prize  j 
1 Or  ’twas  imperfeft  till  I (aw  your  eyes. 


C 
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jB^p.  Turn  the  difcourfe:  I have  a reafon  why 
I would  not  have  you  {peak  fo  tenderly. 

Knew  you  what  fhame  your  kind  expreffions  bring, 
You  would  in  pity  (pare  a wretched  King. 

Aur,  A King ! you  rob  me,  Sir,  of  half  my  due : 

You  have  a dearer  name,  a Father  too.  . ^ 

had  that  name. 

Aur.  What  have  I faid  or  done. 

That  I no  longer  muft  be  call’d  your  Son? 

"Tis  in  that  name,  Heav’n  knows,  I glory  more, 

Than  that  of  Prince,  or  that  ofConqueror. 

Then  you  upbraid  me  5 I am  pleas’d  to  fee 
You  re  not  fo  perfed,  but  can  fail,  like  me. 

I have  no  God  to  deal  with. 

Aht.  Now  I find 

Some  (lie  Court-Devil  has  feduc’d  your  mind: 

Fill’d  it  with  black  fulpicions,  not  your  own : 

And  all  my  adions  through  falfe  Optics  fhown. 

I ne’r  did  Crowns  ambitioufly  regard  : 

Honour  I fought,  the  generous  mind’s  reward. 

Long  may  you  live ! while  you  the  Sceptre  fway 
I fhall  be  (till  moft,  happy  to  obey. 

E^p.Oh^  Anre^g'Zele  ! thy  virtues  fhinetoo  bright. 
They  flafh  too  fierce  : I,  like  the  Bird  of  Night, 

Shut  my  dulleyes,  and  ficken  at  the  fight. 

Thou  haft  deferv’dmore  love  than  I can  fhow  : 

But  ’tis  thy  fate  to  give,  and  mine  to  owe. 

Thou  feeft  me  much  diftemper’d  in  my  mind 
Pull’d  back,  and  then  pufti’d  forward  to  be  kind. 

Virtue,  and fain.  I would  my  filence  break. 

But  have  not  yet  the  confidence  to  Ipeak. 

Leave  me,  and  to  thy  needful  reft  repair. 

Afir.  R.eft  is  not  fuiting  with  a Lover’s  care. 

I have  not  yet  my  htdamora  feen. 

Emp.  Somewhat  I had  forgot  5 come  back  again ; 

So  weary  of  a Father’s  company  ! 

Ajir.  Sir,  you  were  pleas’d  your  felf  to  licenfe  me. 


Cm) 

E^p.  You  made  me  no  relation  of  the  Fight* 

Befides^  a Rebels  Army  is  in  fight. 

Advifemefirft:  yet  go — • 

He  goes  to  Indamora  5 I (hould  take 
A kind  ofenvious  joy  to  keep  him  back. 

Yet  to  detain  him  makes  my  love  appear : 
Ihatehisprefence^and  his  abfence  fear. 

Aar.  To  fome  new  Clime,  or  to  thy  native  Sky^ 

Oh  friendlels  and  forfaken  Virtue  flie. 

Thy  Indian  Air  is  deadly  to  thee  grown : 

Deceit  and  canker’d  malice  rule  thy  Throne. 

Why  did  my  Arms  in  Battel  prolp’rous  prove. 

To  gain  the  barren  praife  of  Filial  love? 

The  bell:  of  Kings  by  Women  is  milled. 

Charm’d  by  the  Witchcraft  of  a fecond  Bed. 

Againftmy  felfl  Vidories  havewonn. 

And  by  my  fatal  abfence  am  undone. 

To  him  Indamora,  vpith  Arimant. 

But  here  (lie  comes ! 

In  the  calm  Harbour  of  whole  gentle  breaft^ 

My  Tempeft-beaten  Soul  may  lafely  reft. 

Oh,  my  heart’s  joy  ! what  e’r  my  Ibrrows  be, 

They  ceafe  and  vanifh,  in  beholding  thee ! 

Care  Ihunsthy  walks  ^ as  at  the  cheerful  light. 

The  groaning  Ghofts,and  Birds  oblcene  take  flight> 

By  this  one  view,  all  my  paft  pains  are  paid : 

And  all  I have  to  come  moreeafie  made. 

Ind.  Such  fullen  Planets  at  my  Birth  did  Ihine, 

They  threaten  every  Fortune  mixt  with  mine. 

Fly  thepurfuitof  my  dilaftrous  love. 

And  from  unhappy  Neighbourhood  remove. 

liar.  Bid  the  laborious  Hind,* 

Whole  hardned  hands  did  long  in  Tillage  toil, 

Negled  the  promis’d  Harveft  of  the  Soil.  . - 

Should  I,  who  cultivated  Love  with  Blond, 

Refafe  poflefiion  of  approaching  good  ? ^ 

C 2 Ind^^ 
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Ind.  Love  is  an  aery  good  Opinion  makes  ? 
Which  he  who  onely  thinks  he  has,  partakes. 

Seen  by  a ftrong  Imagination’s  Beam  j 
. That  tricks  and  dreffes  up  the  gaudy  Dream. 
Prefented  fo,  with  rapture  ’tiS  enjoy’d : 

Rais’d  by  high  Fancy,  and  by  low  deftroy’d. 

Attr.  If  Love  be  Vifion,  mine  has  all  the  fire 
Which,  in  firft  Dreams,  young  Prophets  doesinlpire 
I dream,  in  you,  our  promis'd  Paradice  : 

An  Ages  tumult  of  continu’d  blils. 

But  you  have  ftill  your  happinefi  in  doubt : 

Or  elfe  ’tis  paft,  and  you  have  dream’t  it  out. 

I»d,  Perhaps  not  fo. 

Ann . ..  I.  Gan  Indamora  prove 

So  alter’d?  Isit  but.  Perhaps  you  Love  ? 

Then  farewell  all ! I thought  in  you  to  find* 

A Balm,  to  cure  my  much  diftemper’d  mind. 

I came  to  grieve  a Father’s  heart  eftrang’d  5 
But  little  thought  to  find  a Miftris  chang’d. 

Nature  her  felf  is  chang’d  to  punifh  me ; 

Virtue  turn’d  Vice,  and  Faith  Inconftancy. 

Ind.  You  heard  me  not  Inconftancy  confefs ; 

”Twas  but  a Friend’s  advice  to  love  me  left. 

Who  knows  what  adverfe  Fortune  may  befall  ? 

Arm  well  your  mind : hope  little,  and  fear  all. 

Hope,  with  a goodly  prolpedf,  feeds  your  Eye : 

Shows,  from  a rifing  ground,  pofleflion  nigh  : 
Shortens  the  diftance,  or  o’r-looks  it  quite : 

So  eafie  ’tis  to  tyavel  with  the  fight. 

AunThcn  to  defpair  you  would  my  Love  betray. 
By  taking  hope,  its  laft  kind  Friend,  away. 

You  hold  the  Glafi,  but  turn  the  Perfpeftivej 
And  farther  off  the  lefl'en’d  Objefl  drive. 

You  bid  me  fear : in  thatyour  change  I know; 

You  would  prepare  me  for  the  coming  blow. 

But,  to  prevent  you,  take  my  laft  Adieu  5 
I’ll  fadly  tell  my  felf  you  are  untrue, 

Rather  than  ftay  to  hear  it  told  by  you. 


(«3; 

Ind.  Stay,  Jurefig-Zebe,  I muft  not  let  you  go;  n 
And  yet  believe  your  felf,  your  own  worft  Foe,  ? 

Think  I am  true,  and  feek  no  more  to  know. 

Let  in  my  breaft  the  fatal  Secret  lie, 

’Tis  a (ad  Riddle,  which,  if  known,  we  die.  [Seeming  to pauje.' 

Aur.  Fair  Hypocrite,  you  feek  to  cheat  in  vain  5 
Your  filence  argues  you  ask  time  to  feign.  ' 

Once  more,  farewel : thefiiare  in  fight  is  laid, 

’Tis  my  own  fault  if  I am  now  betray’d.  £ Gowg  again,- 

Ind.  Yet  once  more  ftay  5 you  (hall  believe  me  true, 

Though  in  one  Fate  I wrap  my  ftlf  and  you. 

Your  abfence 

Arm. Hold  j you  know  the  hard  Command 

I muft  obey : you  onely  can  withftand 
Your  own  milhap.  I beg  you  on  my  Knee, 

Be  not  unhappy  by  your  own  Decree. 

Aur.  Speak,  Madam,  by  ( if  that  be  yet  an  Oath  J 
Your  Love,  I’m  pleas’d  we  fhbuld  be  ruin’d  both. 

Both  is  a found  of  joy. 

In  Death’s  dark  Bow’rs  our  Bridals  we  will  keep  : 

And  his  cold  hand 

Shall  draw  the  Curtain  when  we  goto  fleep. 

Ind.  Know  then,  that  Man  whom  both  of  us  did  truft,, 

Has  been  to  you  unkind,  to  me  unjuft. 

The  Guardian  of  my  Faith  fo  falfe  did  prove, 

As  to  follicite  me  with  lawlels  Love ; 

Pray’d,  promis’d,  threaten’d,  all  that  Man  could  do, 

Bafe  as  he’s  great  5 and  need  I tell  you  who  ^ 

Aur.  Yes^  for  I’ll  not  believe  my  Father  meant : 

Speak  quickly,  and  my  impious  thoughts  prevent. 

Ind.  Yo’ve  faid^  I wifti  I could  fome  other  name ! 

Arinti  My  duty  muft  excufe  me.  Sir,  from  blame. 

A Guard  there. 

Eiiter  Guards, 


Aur. 


Slave^/or  me  ? 


(«4)  - 

'Arim.  T I ■.■■-My  Orders  are 

To  feizethis  Princefs,  whom  the  Laws  of  W'ar 
Long  fince  made  Prifoner. 

Aur ^ Villain. 

Arim . Sir,  I know 

Your  Birth,  nor  durft  another  call  me  fo. 

Aur.  I have  redeem’d  her  5 and  as  mine  (lie  s free. 

Arim.  You  may  have  right  to  give  her  liberty  ; 

-But  with  your  Father,  Sir,  that  right  dilpute  3 
For  his  commands  to  me  were  abfolute , 

If  fhe  difclos’d  his  love,  toufe  the  right 
Of  War,  and  toftcure  her  from  your  fight. 

Aur,  ril  refcue  her,  or  die.  [ Draws, 

And  you,  my  friends,  though  few,  are  yet  too  brave 
To  fee  your  Gen’rals  Miftris  made  a Slave.  {_AU draw, 

Ind,  Hold,  my  dear  Love  ! if  (b  much  pow  r there  lies, 

As  once  you  own’d,  in  Indamords  Eyes, 

Lofe  not  the  Honour  you  have  early  wonn  5 . 

Butftand  theblamelefi  pattern  ofa  Son. 

My  love  your  claim  inviolate  fecures : 

Tis  writ  in  Fate,  I can  be  onely  yours. 

My  fuft’rings  for  you  make  your  heart  my  due : 

Be  worthy  me,  as  I am  worthy  you. 

Aur,  (^Putting  uf  hk [word. ) I’ve  thought,  and  blefi’d  be  you 

who  gave  me  time  : 

My  Virtue  was  furpris’d  into  a Crime. 

•Strong  Virtue,  like  ftrong  Nature,  ftruggles  ftill  ; 

Exerts  itfelf,and  then  throws  off  the  ill. 

I to  a Son’s  and  Lover’s  praife  afpire ; 

And  muft  fulfil  the  parts  which  both  require. 

How  dear  the  cure  of  jealoufie  has  coft ! 

With  too  much  care  and  tendernefsy’are  loft. 

So  the  fond  Youth  from  Hell  redeem’d  his  Prize, 

Till,  looking  back,  (he  vanifli’d  from  his  eyes ! 

, [Exeuut fever  al/ji. 
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ACT  II. 

Befwixt  the  Afis,  a Warlike  Tune  is  plaid,  fliooting 
off  Guns,  and  fliouts  of  Souldiers  are  heard,  as  in 
an  Aflaulc. 


Aunng-’Zebe^  Armant,  Afaph  Chatvn,  Fazel  Chaxcn^  Solyman, 

Aur.  ir  y Hat  man  could  do,  was  by  Morat  perform’d : 

%/%  / The  Fortrefi  thrice  himfelfin  perfon  ftorm’d. 

V V Your  valour  bravely  did  th’Affaultfuftainj, 

And  fill’d  the  Moats  and  Ditches  with  the  Slain. 

Till,  mad  with  rage,  into  the  Breach  he  fir’d ; 

Slew  Friends  and  Foes,  and  in  the  Smoakretir’d. 

Arim.  To  us  you  give  what  praifes  are  not  due : ! 

was  thrice  repuls’d,  but  thrice  by  you. 

High,  over  all,  was  your  great  condudi  fhown : 

You  fought  our  fafety,but  forgot  your  own. 

Afaph.  Their  Standard,  planted  on  the  Battlement, 

Defpair  and  death  among  the  Souldiers  fent : ; . 

You,  the  bold  Omrah  tumbled  fiom  the  Wall  5 
And  Ihouts  of  Vidfory  purfo’d  his  fall. 

Fazel.  To  you,  alone,  we  owe  this  prolp’rous  day  ; 

Our  Wives  and  Children  refcu’d  from  the  prey : 

Know  your  own  int’reft  Sir,  where  e’r  you  lead, 

We  joyntly  vow  to  own  no  other  Head. 

Your  wrongs  are  known.  Impofe  but  your  commands^, 
This  hour  (hall  bring  you  twenty  thoufand  hands. 

Aar.  Let  them  who  truly  would  appear  my  friends. 

Employ  their  Swords,  like  mine,  for  noble  ends. 

No  more:  reme  abet  you  have  bravely  done;. 

Shall  Treafon  en  1,  v hat  Loyalty  begun  ^ 

I own  no  wrongs fome  grievance  I confels. 

But  Rings,  like  Gods, at  their  own  time  redrefi..  ..5I 


(l^) 

‘Yet,  fome  becoming  boldaefi  I may  ufe : 

iVe  well  deferv  d,  nor  will  he  now  refufe.  [^A(!de. 

lllftrikeniy  Fortunes  with  him  at  a heat: 

And  give  him  not  the  leifare  to  forget. 

attended  by  the  OmrahSe 
Arim*G\i ! Indiwwra^  hide  thefe  fatal  Eyes  5 
Too  deep  they  wound  whom  they  too  foon  furprife  : 

My  Virtue,  Prudence,  Honour,  Intereft,  all 
Before  thisUniverfal  Monarch  fall. 

Beauty,  like  Ice,  our  footing  does  betrays 
Who  can  tread  fure  on  the  finooth  flippery  way  > 

Pleas’d  with  the  paflage,  we  Hide  Iwiftly  on : 

And  fee  the  dangers  which  we  cannot  Ihun. 

Tohim^  Indamora. 

Ind.  I hope  my  liberty  may  reach  thus  far : 

Thefe  Terras  Walks  within  my  limits  are. 

I came  to  feek  you,  and  to  let  you  know. 

How  much  I to  your  generous  Pity  owe. 

The  King,  when  he  defign’d  you  for  my  Guards 
Refolv’d  lie  would  not  make  my  Bondage  hard : 

If  otherwife,  you  have  deceiv’d  his  end  3 
And  whom  he  meant  a Guardian,  made  a Friend. 

Arim.  A Guardian’s  Title  I muft  own  with  ftiame  : 

But  fhould  be  prouder  of  another  Name. 

Ind.  And  therefore  ’twas  I chang’d  that  Name  before : 

J call’dyou  Friend,  and  could  you  with  for  more? 

Arim.  I dare  not  ask  for  what  you  would  not  grant : 

But  wilhes,  Madam,  are  extravagant. 

They  are  not  bounded  with  things  poffible: 

I may  wi(h  more  then  Ipreliimeto  tell; 

Defire’s  the  vaft  extent  of  humane  mind. 

It  mounts  above,  and  leaves  poor  hope  behind. 

I could  whh^ — : — 

Ind.  What  ? 

Arim.  Why  did  you  (peak?  yo’ve  dafli’d  my  Fancy  quite: 
Ev’n  in  tlf  approaching  minute  of  delight. 


I muft 


( *7) 

I muft  take  breath* 

Ere  I the  Rapture  of  my  wifti  renew. 

And  tell  you  then,  It  terminates  in  you. 

Ind.  Have  you  confider'd  what  th  event  would  be  ? 
Or  know  you,  Arimant^  your  felf,or  me  ? 

Were  I no  Queen,  did  you  my  beauty  weigh. 

My  Youth  in  bloom,  your  Age  in  its  decay  > 

Arim.  I my  own  Judge,  condemn'd  my  felf  before  t 
For  pity  aggravate  my  crime  no  more. 

So  weak  I am,  I with  a frown  am  flain'^ 

You  need  have  us'd  but  half  fo  much  dildain. 

Ind,  I am  not  cruel  yet  to  that  degree; 

Have  better  thoughts  both  of  your  felf,  and  me. 
Beauty  a Monarch  is. 

Which  Kingly  power  magnificently  proves. 

By  crouds  of  Slaves,  and  peopled  Empire  loves. 

And  fucha  Slave  as  you,  what  Queen  would  lofe  ? 
Above  the  reft,  I Arimant  would  chufe : 

For  counfel,  valour,  truth,  and  kindneft  too, 

All  I could  wifhinman,  I find  in  you. 

Arim,  What  Lover  could  to  greater  joy  be  rais'd  ! 

I am,  methinks,  a Cod  by  you  thus  prais’d. 

Ind.  To  what  may  not  defcrt,  like  yours,  pretend 

You  have  all  qualities that  fit  a Friend. 

Arim.  So  Mariners  miftakethe  promis’d  Coaft  : 

And,  with  ful  Sails,  on  the  blind  Rocks  are  loft. 
Think  you  my  aged  veins  fo  faintly  beat, 

They  rife  no  higher  than  to  Friendfhips  heat  ? 

So  weak  your  Charms,  that,  like  aWinter’s  nightj 
Twinkling  with  Stars,  they  freez  me  while;they  light } 
Ind,  Miftake  me  not,  good  Arimant^  I know 
My  Beauty’s  pow’r,  and  what  my  charms  can  do. 

You  your  own  Talent  have  not  learn’d  fo.well  3 
But>^ra(ftife  one,  where  you  can  ne’r  excel. 

Yoivean  at  moft, 

T o an  indiff’rent  Lover’s  praife  pretend : 

But  you  would  fpoil  an  admirable  Friend. 
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Arim.  Never  was  Amity  fo  highly  priz'd  3 
Nor  ever  any  Love  fo  much  defpis'd. 

Ev'n  to  my  felf ridiculous  I grow  5 
And  would  be  angry,  if  I knew  but  how. 

Ind,  Do  not.  Your  Anger,  like  your  Love,  is  vain  : 
When  e r I pleafe,  you  muft  be  pleas'd  again. 
Knowing  whatpowrihave  your  will  to  bend, 
ril  ufe  it  5 for  I need  juft  fuch  a Friend. 

You  muft  perform^  not  what  you  think  is  fit : 

But,  to  whatever  I propofe,fiibmit. 

' Arim.  Madam,  you  have  a ftrange  Afcendant  gain'd  3 
You  ufe  me  like  a Courfer,  (purr'd  and  rein'd  ; 

If  I fly  out,  my  fiereenefi  you^command. 

Then  fborh,  and  gently  ftroke  me  wuth  your  hand.- 
Impofe^  but  ufe  your  pow'r  of  Taxing  well  : 

When  Subjeds  cannot  Pay,  they  fbon  RebeL. 

Efiter  ths  E^ipero)\  iwfeen  hy  them, 

Ind,  My  Rebels  punifhment  v/ould  eafie  prove : 
You  know  y'are  in  my  pow'r  by  making  Love. 

Arim.  Would  I,  without  difpute,  your  will  obey. 
And  could  you,  in  return,  my  life  betray  > 

Emp,  What  danger,  Arimant^  is  this  you  fear 
Or  w^hat  Love-fecret  which  I muft  not  hear  ? 

Thefe  alter'd  looks  fbme  inward  motion  fhow. 

His  cheeks  are  pale,  and  yours  with  blufhes  glow. 

Ind.  'Tis  what,  with  juftice,  may  my  anger  move: 
He  has  been  bold,  and  talk'd  to  me  of  Love. 

Arim,  I-am  betray'd, and  fhall  be  doom’d  to  die  I 
Emp,  Did  he,  my  Slave,  prefume  to  look  fo  high? 
That  crawling  Infed,  who  from  Mud  began, 

Warm'd  by  my  Beams,  and  kindl'd  into  Man? 

Durft  he,  who  does  but  for  my  pleafure  live. 

Intrench  on  Love,  my  great  Prerogative  ? 

Print  his  bale  Image  on  his  Sovereign's  Coin?' 

'Tis  Treafon  if  he  ftamp  his  Love  with  mine. 


ITo/Jen. 
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Arm.  Tis  tme,  I have  been  bold  ^ but  if  h be 
A crime 

hd He  means,  ’tis  onely  fo  to  me. 

You,  Sir,  (hould  pi^aife,  what  I muft  difapprove : 

He  infolently  talk’d  to  me  of  Love : 

But,  Sir,  ’twas  youts,  he  made  it  in  your  name : 

You,  if  you  pleafe,may  all  he  (aid  difclaim. 

Emp.  I muft  difclaim  what  e r he  can  exprefs: 

His  groveling  fenfe  will  (how  my  paffion  left. 

But  Ytay,  if  what  he  (aid  my  meffage  be. 

What  fear,  what  danger  could  arrive  from  me  ? 

He  (aid.  He  feard  you  would  his  life  betray. 

I^id.  Should  he  prefume  again,  perhaps  I may. 

Though  in  your  hands  he  hazard  not  his  life. 

Remember,  Sir,  your  fury  of  a Wife  5 
Who,  not  content  to  be  revehg  d on  you. 

The  Agents  of  your  pafRonwill  purfue. 

E/^p.  If  I but  hear  her  nam’d.  I’m  fick  that  day  5 
The  (bund  is  mortal,  and  frights  life  away. 

Forgive  me,  Arimant^  my  jealous  thought : 

Diftruft  in  Lovers  is  the  tender’ll:  fault. 

Leave  me,  and  tell  thy  (elf  in  my  excu(e. 

Love,  and  a Crown,  no  RivaKhip  can  bear  5 
And  precious  things  are  (till  po(Te(s’d  with  fear. 

Arimant  homngp 

This,  Madam,  my  excu(e  to  you  may  plead  5 
Love  fhould  forgive  the  faults  which  Love  has  made. 

h:d.  From  me,  what  pardon  can  you  hope  to  have, 

B ebb’d  of  my  Love,  and  treated  as  a Slave  ? 

Emp.  Force  is  the  laft  relief  which  Lovers  find : 

And’tisthe  beft  excu(e  ofWooman-kind. 

Ind,Yoxct  never  yet  a generous  Heart  did  gain  : 

We  yield  on  parley,  but  are  ftorm’d  in  vain. 

Conftraint,  in  all  things,  makes  the  pleafure  le(s  5 
Sweet  is  the  Love  which  comes  with  willingne(^. 

Emp.  No  5 ’tisrefiftance  that  inflames  delire : 

Sharpens  the  Darts  of  Love,  and  blows  his  Fire. 
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Loyeisdliarm'd  that  meets  with  too  much  eafe: 

He  languifhes,  and  does  not  care  to  pleafe. 

And  therefore  ’tis  your  golden  Fruit  you  guard' 

With  fo  much  care,  to  make  poffeffion  hard. 

Ind,  Was't  not  enough  you  took  my  Crown  away. 

But  cruelly  you  muft  my  Love  betray  ? 

I was  well  pleas'd  to  have  transferr'd.my  right, 

And  better  chang'd  }^ur  Claim  of  Lawlefs  might, 

By  taking  him,  whom  you  efteem'd  above 
Your  other  Sons,  and  taught  me  firft  to  love. 

My  Son,  by  my  command  his  courfe  muft  fteer : 

I bad  him  love,  I bid  him  now  forbear. 

If  you  have  any  kindneft  for  hirnftill, 

Advift  him  not  to  fhocka  Father’s  will. 
hd-  Muft  I advife  } 

Then  let  me  fee  him,  and  I'll  try  t obey. 

E^p.  I had  forgot,  and  dare  not  truft  your  way. 

But  fend  him  word, . 

He  has  not  here  an  Army  to  command  : . 

Remember  he  and  you  are  in  my  hand. 

Ind.  Yes,  in  a Father's  hand,  whom  he  has  ferv'd  ^ 

And,  with  the  hazard  of  his  life,  preferv'd. 

But  piety  to  you,  unhappy  Prince, 

Becomes  a crime,  and  duty  an  offence: 

Againft  your  felf,  you  with  your  Foes  combine. 

And  feem  your  own  deftruftion  to  defign. 

Emp,  You  may  be  pleas’d  your  Politiques  to  Ipare : 

I'm  old  enough,  and  can  my  felf  take  care. 

hd.  Advice  from  me  was,  I confels,  too  bold ; 

Y'are  old  enough  it  may  he,  Sir,  too  old. 

Emp.  You  pleafe  your  felf  with  your  contempt  of  Age : 
But  Love,  neglefted,  will  convert  to  Rage. 

If  on  your  head  my  fury  does  not  turn. 

Thank  that  fond  dotage  whichfb  much  you  fcorn. 

But,  in  another's  perfon,  you  may  prove, 

There'#  warmth  for  Vengeance  left,  though  not  for  Love. 


Re-efiter  Arimant. 


Arimant.  TheEmprefs  has  the  Anti-chambers  paft. 

And  this  way  moves  with  a diforder’d  hafte ; 

Her  brows,  theftormy  marks  of  anger  bear. 

Madam,  retire : fhe  muft  not  find  you  here. 

Q ExH  Indamora  with  Arimant. 

E^ter  Nourraahal  haJlHy. 

Nour,  What  have  I done,  that  Nourmahal  muft  prove 
The  (corn  and  triumph  of  a Rival’s  Love  ? 

My  eyes  are  ftill  the  (ame,  each  glance,  each  grace. 

Keep  their  firft  luftre,  and  maintain  their  place , ? 

Not  (econd  yet  to  any  other  face.  5 

Emp,  What  rage  tranlports  you?  are  you  well  awake  ? 

Such  Dr  earns  diftradted  minds  in  F eavers  make. 

Nmr,  Thole  Fea vers  you  havegiv  n,  thole  Dreams  have  bred^ 
By  broken  Faith,  and  an  abandon  d Bed. 

Such  Vilions  hourly  pals  before  my  fight  5 

Which  from  my  eyes  their  Balmy  flumbers  fright,  y 

In  the  fevereft  lilence  of  the  night.  5 

Vilions,  which  in  this  Cittadelare  feeny 

Bright,  glorious  Vilions  of  a Rival  Queen. 

Emp.  Have  patience,  my  firft  flames  can  ne  r decay : 

Thcfe  are  but  Dreams,  and  foon  will  pals  away. 

Thou  know’ll,  my  Heart,  my  Empire,  all  is  thine  : 

In  thy  own  Heav  n of  Love  ferenely  (hine  : 

Fair  as  the  face  of  N iture  did  appear,  - . 

When  Flowers  firft  peep’d,  and  Trees  did  Bloflbmsbear, 

And  Winter  had  not  yet  deform’d  th’inverted  Year.  f 
Calm  as  the  Breath  which  fans  our  Eaftern  Groves, 

And  bright  as  when  thy  Eyes  firft  lighted  up  ourLoves^ 

Let  our  eternal  Peace  be  feal’dby  this. 

With  the  firft  ardour  of a Nuptial  Kils. 

Me  would  you  have,  me  your  faint  kifles  prove^ 

The  dregs  and  droppings  ot  enervate  Love  } 

MuA:. 
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Mm&  I your  cold  long-labouring  age  fuftain. 

And  be  to  empty  joys  provok'd  in  vain  ? 

Receive  you  fighing  after  other  Charms, 

And  take  an  ablent  Husband  in  my  Arms  ? 

E/^p.  Even  thtk  reproaches  T can  bear  from  you: 
You  doubted  of  my  Love,  believe  it  true. 

Nothing  but  Love  this  patience  could  produce  ^ 

And  I allow  your  rage  that  kind  excufe. 

Nour.  Call  it  not  patience  3 Vis  your  guilt  (lands  mute 
You  have  a caufe  too  foul  to  bear  difpute. 

You  wrong  me  firft,  and  urge  my  rage  to  ri(e,  ^ 
Then  I muft  pals  for  mad  5 you,  meek  and  wife,  ? 
Good  man,  plead  merit  by  your  foft  replies.  3 

Vainpriviledge  poor  Women  have  of  tongue : 

Men  can  (land  filent,  and  refolve  on  wrong. 

E^p.  What  can  I more?  my  friendfhip  you  refufe. 
And  even  my  mildnefs,  as  my  crime,  accufe. 

Naur.  Your  fullen-filence  cheats  not  me,  fal(e  Man  5 
I know  you  think  the  bloudieft  things  you  can. 

Could  you  accufe  me,  you  would  raile  your  voice  : 
Watch  for  my  crimes,  and  in  my  guilt  rejoy ce. 

But  my  known  viitue  is  from  fcandal  free, 

And  leaves  no  (hadow  for  your  calumny. 

Emp,  Such  virtue  is  the  plague  of  humane  life : 

A virtuous  Woman,  but  a curftd  Wife. 

In  vain  of  pompous  chaflity  y are  proud : 

Virtues  adultery  of  the  Tongue,  when  loud, 

I,  withlefspain,  a Proftitute  could  bear, 

Thaa  the  (brill  found  of  Virtue,  virtue  hear. 

In  unchafte  Wives 

There's  yet  a kind  of  recompenfing  ea(e: 

Vice  keeps  'em  humble,  gives  'em  care  to  plea(e ; 
Butagainft  clamorous  Virtue,  what  defence? 

It  (lops  our  mouthes,  and  gives  your  noife  pretence. 

Nofir.  Since  Virtue  does  your  indignation  raile, 

'Tis  pity  but  you  had  that  Wife  you  praife. 
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Your  own  wild  appetites  are  prone  to  range 
And  then  you  tax  our  humours  with  your  change; 

Er//p.  What  can  be  fweeter  than  our  native  home  ! 

Thither  for  cafe,  and  foft  repofe,  we  come : 

Hom?is  the  facred  refuge  of our  life  : 

Secur’d  from  all  approaches,  but  a Wife. 

If  thence  we  fly,  the  caufe  admits  no  doubt : 

None  but  an  Inmate  Foe  could  force  us  out. 

Clamours,  our  privacies  uneafie  make : 

Birds  leave  their  Nefts  difturb’d,  and  Beafts  their  Haunts  forfakc.- 
Nour.  Honour  s my  crime  that  has  your  loathing  bred  i' 

You  take  no  plealure  in  a virtuous  Bed. 

Emp.  What  pleafure  can  their  be  in  that  eftate. 

Which  your  uriquietnefs  has  made  me  hate  ? 

I (hrinkfaroff  — 

Diflemblingfleep,  but  wakeful  with  the  fright. 

The  day  takes  off  the  pleafure  of  the  night. 

AW.  My  thoughts  no  other  joys  but  pow’r  purfue : 

Or,  if  they  did,  they  muff  be  loft  in  you. 

And  yet  the  fault’s  not  mine 

Though  Youth  and  Beauty  cannot  warmth  command 
The  Siin  in  vain  fhines  on  the  barren  Sand. 

£;;^j?.  ’Tis  true,  of  Marriage-bands  I’m  weary  grown. 

Love  fcornsall  ties,  but  thole  that  are  his  own. 

Chains  that  aredragg’d,  muft  needs  uneafie  prove: 

For  there’s  a God-like  liberty  in  Love. 

Nor^r.  What’s  Love  to  you  ? 

The  bloom  of  Beauty  other  years  demands  5 
Nor  will  be  gather’d  by  fuch  wither’d  hands : 

You  importune  it  with  a faife  defire : 

Which  fparkles  out,  and  makes  no  folid  fire. 

This^ impudence  ofi\ge,  whence  can  it  fpring?- 
All  you  expeft,  and  yet  you  nothingbring. 

Eager  to  ask,  when  you  arepaft  a grant  y 
Nice  in  providing  what  you  cannot  want. 

Have  confcience  5 give  not  her  you  love  this  pain  5 
Sollicite  not  your  fclf,  and  her,  in  vain,.  . ' 


All  other  Debts  may  compenfation  find  : 

But  Love  is  ftrift,  and  wili  be  paid  in  kind. 

Emp.  Sure  of  all  ills,  Domeftic  are  the  word  5 
When  moftfecure  of  bleflings,  we  are  curd. 

When  we  lay,next  us  what  we  hold  mod  dear, 

Like  ffem/Zej*,  invenom'd  Shirts  we  wear  5 
And  cleaving  mifchiefs. 

' Nof^r*  What  you  merit,  have : 

And  ihare,  at  lead,  the  mrleries  you  gave. 

Your  days,  I will  alarm,  Til  haunt  your  nights  : 

And,  worfe  than  Age,  difeble  your  delights. 

May  yourfick  Fame  diH  languid],  till  it  die : ^ 

All  Offices  of  Pow’r  neglefted  lie,  f 

And  you  grow  cheap  in  every  Subjeft’s  eye.  y 

Then,  as  the  greated  Curfe  that  I can  give  5 
Unpitfd,be  depos’d  5 and  after  live.  - 

Emp.  Stay  5 and  now  learn. 

How  criminal  foe’r  we  Husbands  are, 

"Tis  not  for  Wives  topufh  our  crimes  too  faij. 

Had  you  dill  Midris  of  your  temper  been, 

I had  been  moded,  and  not  own’d  my  Sin. 

Your  fury  hardens  me  : and  what  ef  wrong 
You  differ,  you  have  cancell’d  by  your  tongue. 

A Guard  there  5 feize  her : (he  diall  know  this  hour, 

What  is  a Husband’s  and  a Monarch’s  pow’r, 

[_G ffardCeiz  es  I er. 

Enter  Aureng-Zebe. 

Nom\  I fee  for  tvhom  your  Charter  you  maintain  : 

1 mud  be  fetter’d,  and  my  Son  be  (lain,  X 

That  Zelynms  ambitious  Race  may  reign.  3) 

Not  fo  you  promis’d,  when  my  Beauty  drev/ 

All  JJidsVows:)  when  Per/?// left  for  you 
The  Realm  of  Canddbcir  for  Dow’r  I brought: 

That  long  contended  Prize  for  which  you  fouglit. 

Aur,  The  name  of  Step-mother,  your  pradis’d  Ai  t, 

By  which  you  have  edrang’d  my  Father’s  heart, 

All 
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All  you  have  done  againfl:  me,  or  defign. 

Shows  your  averfion,  but  begets  not  mine. 

Long  may  my  Father  hdias  Empire  guide : 

And  may  no  breach  your  Nuptial  Vows  divide. 

Ewp-  Since  Love  obliges  not,  I from  this  hour, 

Affume  the  right  of  Mans  Defpoticpowr: 

Man  is  by  Nature  form'd  your  Sexes  head : 

And  is  himfelf  the  Canon  of  his  Bed. 

In  Bands  of  Iron  fetter’d  you  (hall  be  ; 

An  eafier  yoke  than  what  you  put  on  me. 

Af/r.  Though  much  I fear  my  int  reft  is  not  great,  [Kmdwg. 
Let  me  your  Royal  Clemency  intreat. 

Secrets  of  Marriage  ftill  are  Sacred  held  ; 

There  Tweet  and  bitter  by  the  wife  conceal’d. 

Errors  of  Wives  refleft  on  Husbands  ftill : 

And,  when  divulg’d,  proclaim  you’ve  chofen  ill. 

And  the  myfterious  pow’r  of  Bed  and  Throne, 

Should  always  be  maintain’d,  but  rarely  ftiown. 

Emp.  Toft)  perverfe  a Sex  all  Grace  is  vain : 

It  gives  ’em  courage  to  offend  again : 

For  with  feign’d  tears  they  penitence  pretend  :- 
Again  are  pardon’d^  and  again  offend. 

Fathom  our  pity  when  they  feem  to  grieve  3 
Onely  to  try  how  far  we  can  forgive. 

Till  laiiching  out  into  a Sea  of  ftrife, 

Theyftorn  all  pardon,  and  appear  all  Wife. 

But  be  it  as  you  pleafe  : for  your  lov’d  fake. 

This  laft  and  fruitlefs  triall  will  make. 

\n  all  requefts,  your  right  of  merit  ufe  : 

And  know,  There  is  but  one  I can  refufe. 

[_HeJ?gns  totheGmrds^  and  they  re- 
move fromthe  Emprefs. 

AW.YouVedonc  enough,  for  you  defign’d  my  Chains ; 

The  Grace  is  vanifh’d,  but  th’Affront  remains. 

Nor  is’t  a Grace,  or  for  his  merit  done  5 
You  durft  no  farther,  for  you  fear’d  my  Son. 

This  you  have  gain’d  by  the  rough  courfe  you  proven 
I’m  paft  Repentance,  and  youpaft  my  Love. 

E 
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a Spirit  fo  untam*d  the  world  ne  r bore. 

Afir.  Arid  yet  worfe  ufage  had  incens’d  her  more. 

But  fince  by  no  obligement  (he  is  ti’d , 

You  muft  betimes  for  your  defence  provide. 

1 cannot  idle  in  your  danger  ftand  3 

But  beg  once  more  I may  your  Arras  command  : 

Two  Battels  your  aufpicious  Caufe  has  wonn  3 
My  Sword  can  perfeft  what  it  has  begun, 

And,  from  your  Walls,  diflodge  that  haughty  Son. 

My  Son,  your  valour  has,  this  day,  been  fuch, 
None  can  enough  admire,  orpraifetoo  much. 

But  now,  with  reafon,  your  fuccefi  I doubt : 

Her  Faftion’s  ftrong  within,  his  Arms  without.. 

A/^ri  I left  the  City  in  a Panic  fright : 

Lions  they  are  in  Council,  Lambs  in  Fight. 

But  my  own  Troops,  by  Mirzah  led,  are  near: 

I,  by  to  morrow  s dawn,  expeft  ’em  here. 

To  favour  em,  Fll  Sally  out  ere  day. 

And  through  our  fraught efd  Foes  enlarge  their  way. 
E^/p,  Age  has  not  yet 

So  fhrunkmy  Sinews,  or  fo  chill’d  my  Veins, 

But  confeious  Virtue  in  my  brealf  remains. 

But  had  I now 

That  ftrength,  with  which  my  boiling  Youth  was  fraught 
When  in  the  Vale  of  Balafor  I fought, 

And  from  their  Captive  Monarch  brought3 

When  Elephant  gainft  Elephant  did  rear 
His  Trunck,  and  Caftles  juftl’d  in  the  Air  3 
My  Sword  thy  way  to  Victory  had  (ho  wn : 

And  ow’d  the  Conqueft  to  it  felf  alone. 

Afir,  Thofo  fair  Idea’s  to  my  aid  I’ll  call. 

And  emulate  my  great  OriginaL 
0r,ifthey  fail,  I will  invoke  in  Arms, 

The  pow’r  of  Love,  zn^Indamor^'s  Charms. 

Emp.  I doubt  the  happy  influence  of  your  Star : 

Ti ’invoke  a Captives  name  bodes  ill  in  War. 

Aur.  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  (ay.  What  ever  now 
The  Omen  prove,  it  boded  well  to  you. 
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Your  Royal  Protnife,  when  I went  to  fight. 

Oblig’d  metorefign  a Viftors  right. 

Her  liberty  I fought  for,  and  I wonn : 

And  claim  it  as  your  General,  and  your  Son. 

Emp.  My  ears  ftill  ring  with  noife,  Tm  vext  to  death  : 
Tongue-kiird,and  have  not  yet  recover’d  breath. 

Nor  will  I be  prefcrib’d  my  time  by  you  ; 

Firft  end  the  War,  and  then  your  Claim  renew. 

W hile  to  your  Conduft  I my  Fortune  truft, 

To  keep  this  pledge  ofduty  is  but  juft. 

Am\  Some  hidden  caule  your  jealoufie  does  move. 

Or  you  could  ne’r  (iilpefl:  my  Loyal  Love. 

. What  love  foever  by  an  Heir  is  (hown, 

He  waits  but  time  to  ftep  into  the  Throne. 

You’re  neither  juftifi’d,  nor  yet  accus’d  : 

Meanwhile,  the  Pris’ner  with  refpeft  is  u^’d. 

Jnr.  I know  the  kindnels  of  her  Guardian  fiich, 

I need  not  fear  too  little,  but  too  much. 

But  how,  Sir,  how  have  you  from  virtue  fwerv’d  ? 

Or  what  (bill  return  have  I deferv’d? 

You  doubt  nc^  me,  nor  have  I (pent  my  bloud, 

To  have  my  faith  no  better  underftood  : 

Your  Soul’s  above  the  bafeneisof  diftruft : 

Nothing  but  Love  could  make  you  fo  unjuft. 

Emp.  You  know  your  Rml  then  3 and  know  ’tis  fit, 
The  Son’s  fhould  to  the  Father’s  Claim  fubmit. 

Anr.  Sons  may  have  right,  which  they  can  never  quit. 
Your  felf  firft  made  that  Title  which  I claim  : 

Firft  bid  me  love,  and  authoris’d  my  flanie. 

E/;^p.  The  value  of  my  gift  I did  not  know : 

If  I could  give,  I can  refume  it  too. 

Af^r,  Recal  your  gift,  fori  your  power  confds : 

But  firft,  take  back  my  life,  a gift  that’s  left. 

Longlife  would  now  but  a long  burthen  prove : 

You’re  grown  unkind,  and  I have  loft  your  love. 

My  grief  let  unbecoming  fpeeches  fall : 

I ftiould  have  di’d,  and  not  complain’d  at  all 
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E^p.  Witnefs  yee  Powers, 

How  much  I fufFer’d,  and  how  long  I ftrove 
Againft  th  aflaults  of  this  imperious  Love ! 

Ireprefented  to  my  ftlftheftiame 
Of  perjur’d  Faith,  and  violated  Farne^ 

Your  great  deferts,  how  ill  they  were  repay’d  ^ 

All  arguments,  in  vain,  I urg’d  and  weigh’d: 

For  mighty  Love,  who  Prudence  does  delpife, 

For  Rcafon,  fliow’d  mo:Inclamoras  Eyes. 

What  would  you  more,  my  crime  I fadly  view, 
Acknowledge,  am  afham’d,  and  yet  purfue. 

Anr,  Since  you  can  love,  and  yet  your  error  fee, 

The  fame  refiftlefs  pow’r  may  plead  for  me. 

With  no  lefs  ardor  I my  claim  purfue : 

I love,  and  cannot  yield  her  even  to  you. 

Emp.  Your  elder  Brothers,  though  o’rcome,  have  right 
The  youngeft  yet  in  Arms  prepar’d  to  fight. 

But,  yielding  her,  I firmly  have  decreed. 

That  you  alone  to  Empire  fliall  fuceed. 

Aur.  To  after  Ag^es  let  me  ftand  a fhame, 

When  I exchange  for  Crowns  my  Love  or  Fame. 

You  might  have  found  a mercenary  Son, 

To  profit  of  the  Battels  he  had  won: 

Had  I been  fuch,  what  hinder’d  me  to  take 
The  Crown  ^ nor  had  th’exchangebeen  yours  to  make* 
While  you  are  living,  I no  right  pretend  5 
Wear  it,  and  let  it  where  you  pleafe  defeend. 

But  from  my  Love,  ’tis  Sacrilege  to  part  : 

There,  there’s  my  Throne  mmdamorashe^xn. 

Er/7p.  ’Tis  in  her  heart  alone  that  you  muft  Reign  :. 
You’ll  find  her  perfbn  difficult  to  gain. 

Give  willingly  what  I can  take  by  force  : . 

Arid  know.  Obedience  is  your  fafeft  courfe. 

I’m  taught,  by  Honour’s  precepts,  to  obey 
Fear  to  Obedience  is  a flavifh  way. 

If  ought  my  want  of  duty  could  beget  3 
You  take  the  moft  prevailing  means,  to  threat. 
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Pardon  your  Bloud  that  boils  within  my  veins  y 
It  rifes  high,  and  menacing  difdains. 

Even  death's  become  to  me  no  dreadful  name : 

IVe  often  met  him,  and  have  made  him  tame  : 

In  fighting  fields,  where  our  acquaintance  grew, 

I fiw  him,  and  contemn'd  him  firft  for  you. 

Emp.  Of  formal  duty  make  no  more  thy  boafl: : 
Thou  difobey'ft  where  it  concerns  me  moft. 

Fool,  with  both  hands  thus  to  pu(h  back  a Grown : 
And  headlong  caft  thy  felf  from  Empire  down. 
Though  Noiirmahal  I hate,  her  Son  fhall  Reign  : 
Inglorious  thou,  by  thy  own  fault  remain. 

Thy  younger  Brother  I'll  admit  this  hour  : 

So  mine  fhall  be  thy  Miftris,  his  thy  Pow'r. 

Ahy,  How  vain  is  Virtue  which  diredts  our  ways 
Through  certain  danger  to  uncertain  praife! 

Barren,  and  aery  name ! thee  Fortune  flies  ^ 

With  thy  lean  Train,  the  Pious  and  the  Wife. 
Heav'n  takes  thee  at  thy  word,  without  regard  3 
And  let-s  thee  poorly  be  thy  own  reward. 

The  World  is  made  for  the  bold  impious  man  3 
Who  flops  at  nothing,  feizes  all  he  can. 

Juflice  to  merit  does  weak  aid  afford  3 
Shetrufls  her  Ballance,  and  negledts  her  Sword, 
Virtue  is  nice  to  take  what's  not  her  own  3 
And,  while  (be  long  confults,  the  Prize  is  gone. 

To  Dianet. 

D/^.  Forgive  the  Bearer  of  unhappy  news 
Your  alter'd  Father  openly  purfiies 
Your  ruine  3 and,  to  compals  his  intent,. 

For  violent  Morat  in  hafle  has  fent. 

The  Gates  he  order'd  all  to  be  unbarr’d ; 

And  from  the  Market-place  to  drav/  the  Guard. 

Aiiv,  How  look  the  People  in  this  turn  of  State  ? 
Du,  They  mourn  your  mine  as  their  proper  Fate, 
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■’Curfingthe  Ernprefs:  fortheythink.it  done 
By  her  procurement,  to  advance  her  Son. 

Bim  too,  though  aw'd,  they  fcarcely  can  forbear : 

His  pride  they  hate,  his  violence  they  fear. 

All  bent  to  rife,  would  you  appear  their  Chief^ 

Till  your  own  T roops  come  up  to  your  relief 
Aur.  Ill  treated,  and  forfaken,  as  lam, 
riinot  betray  the  glory  of  ray  name  : 

Tis  not  for  me^  who  have  preferv’d  a State^ 

To  buy  an  Empire  at  fo  bafe  a rate. 

Dia.  The  points  of  Honour  Poets  may  produce  ^ 

Trappings  of  life,  for  Ornament,  not  life  : 

Honour,  which  onely  does  the  name  advance. 

Is  the  meer  raving  madnefe  of  Romance. 

Pleas’d  with  a word,  you  may  fit  tamely  down  5 
And  fee  your  younger  Brother  force  the  Crown. 

Af/r,  I know  my  fortune  in  extremes  does  lie : 

The  Sonsoilndojicin  rauft  Reign,  or  die. 

That  defperate  hazard  Courage  does  create  5 
As  he  plays  frankly,  who  has  leaft  Eftate,  . 

And  that  the  World  the  Coward  will  delpife. 

When  Life  s a Blank,  who  pulls  not  for  a Prize. 

Dia.  Of  all  your  knowledge,  this  vain  fruit  you  have. 

To  walk  with  eyes  broad  open  to  your  Grave. 

Aur.  From  what  Eve  laid,  conclude,  without  reply, 

I neither  would  Ufurp,  nor  tamely  die. 

Th  attempt  to  flie,  would  guilt  betray,  or  fear  ; 

Befides,  ’t were  vain  ^ the  Fort's  our  Prilbn  here. 

Somewhat  I have  relblv'd 

Morat^  perhaps,  has  Honour  in  his  breaft  : 

And,  in  extremes,  bold  Counfelsafe  thebeft. 

Like  Emp  ric  Remedies,  they  laftaretri'd  5 
And  by  th'event  condemn'd,  or  juftifi'd. 

Prefence  of  mind  and  courage  in  diftrefe,  ' . 

A rc  more  than  Armies,  to  procure  fuccefe.  * ^ {Exit. 


ACT 


ACT  III. 

Arimant,  xvith  a Letter  in  his  hand  : Indamora. 

Arim.  A Nd  l the  Meflengerto  himfrom  you.<? 

£\  Your  Empire  you  to  Tyranny  purfue; 

You  lay  commands,  both  cruel  and  unjuft, 

To  ferve  my  Rival,  and  betray  my  truft. 

/W.  You  firft  betray’d  your  truft  in  loving  me. 

And  fhould  not  I my  own  advantage  fee? 

Serving  my  Love,  you  may  my  Friendftiipgain, 

You  know  the  reft  of  your  pretences  vain. 

You  muft,  my  Arimant^  you  muft  be  kind : 

’Tisih  your  Nature,  and  your  Noble  Mind, 

Arim.  I’ll  to  the  King,  and  ftreight  my  truft  refign. 

■ Ind.  His  truft  you  may,  but  you  inall  never  mine. 

Heav’n  made  you  love  me  for  no  other  end, 

But  to  become  my  Confident  and  Friend : 

As  filch,  I keep  no  Secret  from  your  fight, 

And  therefore  make  you  judge  how  ill  I write  : 

Read  it,  and  tell  me  freely  then  your  mind: 

If ’tis  indited  as  I meant  it,  kind. 

Arim.  (reading')  I ask  not  Heav’n  my  freedom  to  reftore, 

But  onely  for  your  fake I’ll  read  no  more: 

And  yet  I muft 

(Reading)Le{s(or  my  own,  than  for  your  fbrrow,  fad^ 

Another  line,  like  this,  would  make  me  mad 

(As  reading)  Heav’n ! (he  goes  on—  yet  more — and  yet  morf  kind ! . 
Each  Sentence  is  a Dagger  to  my  mind. 

(Reading)  See  me  this  night  ~ — 

Thank  Fortune,  who  did  fitch  a Friend  provide, , 

For  faithful  Arimant  (hall  be  your  Guide. 

Not  onely  to  be  made  an  Inftrument, 

But  preingag’d  without  my  own  confent ! . . 
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hd.  Unknown  f ingage  you  ftill  augtneats  my  fcore, 

And  gives  you  fcope  of  meriting  the  more. 

Arim,  The  beft  of  men 
. Some  inf  reft  in  their  aftions  muft  confefi  ^ 

Kone  merit  but  in  hope  they  may  poflefs. 

The  fatal  Paper  rather  let  me  tear, 

Than,  like  Bdlero^hon^  my  own  Sentence  bear. 

Ind,  You  may , but  ’twill  not  be  your  beft  advice: 

T will  onely  give  me  pains  of  writing  twice. 

You  know  you  muft  obey  me,  foonor  late: 

Why  (hould  you  vainly  ftruggle  with  your  Fate  ? 

Arim,  I thank  thee,  Heav’n,  thou  haft  been  wondrous  kind  ! ^ 
Why  am  I thus  to  flavery  defign’d,  \ 

And  yet  am  cheated  with  a free-born  mind  ? ^ 

Or  make  thy  Orders  with  my  reafon  fute. 

Or  let  me  live  by  Senfe  a glorious  Brute 

[_  Shefrowus. 

You  frown,  and  I obey  with  fpeed,  before 
That  dreadful  Sentence  comes,  See  me  no  more  : 

See  me  no  more ! that  found,  methinks,  I hear 
Like  the  laft  Trumpet  thund’ring  in  my  ear. 

Banter  Solyman. 

Solym,  The  Princefs  Melefinda^  bath’d  in  tears. 

And  tols’d  alternately  with  hopes  and  fears. 

If  your  affairs  foch  leiftire  can  afford. 

Would  learn  from  you  the  fortunes  of  her  Lord. 

Arim.TQW  her,  that  I fome  certainty  may  bring  5 
1 go  this  minute  to  attend  the  King. 

/W.  This  lonely  Turtle!  defire  to  fee: 

Crieff  though  not  cur’d,  is  eas’d  by  Company. 

Arjm.(toSolym,)S2ij^  if  ftiepleafe,  ftie  hither  may  repair, 

And  breathe  the  freftinels  of  the  open  Air,  Solym. 

Ind,  Poor  Princefs ! how  I pity  her  eftate. 

Wrapt  in  the  mines  of  her  Husbands  Fate  ! 

She  mourn’d  Morat  ftiould  in  Rebellion  rife  3 
Yet  he  offends,  and  fhe’s  the  Sacrifice, 
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Arim.  Not  knowing  his  defign,  at  Court  rhe  ftaid  3 
Till,  by  command,  clofe  pris  ner  (he  was  made. 

Since  when, 

Her  Chains  with  Conftancy  (he  bores 

But  that,  perhaps, an  Indian  Wife’s  is  more. 

Ind.  Go,  bring  her  comfort  5 leave  me  here  alone. 

Arm.  My  love  muft  ftill  be  in  obedience  {hown.  [Exit  Arim* 

Enter  Melefinda,  led  by  Solyman,  ia?ho  retires  aftermrds. 

Ind.  When  graceful  forrow  in  her  pomp  appears, 

Sure  (he  is  drels’d  in  MeJeflndas  tears. 

Your  head  reclin’d,  (as  hiding  grief  from  view,) 

Droops,  like  a Rofe  (iircharg  d with  morning  Dew. 

Mel.  Can  Flow’rs  but  droop  in  abfence  of  the  Sun, 

Which  wak’d  their  (weets  ? and  mine,  alas ! is  gone. 

But  you  the  nobleft  Charity  exprefs : 

For  they  who  (hine  in  Courts  ftill  (hun  diftrefi. 

Ind.  Diftrefi’d  my  felfj  like  you,  confin’d  I live : 

And  therefore  can  compaflion  take,  and  give. 

We’re  both  Love  s Captives,  but  with  Fate  lb  crofe. 

One  muft  be  happy  by  the  others  lols. 

Morat^  or  Anreng-Zebe  muft  fall  this  day.  ^ 

Mel.  Too  tmXyTamerlains  Succeffors  they,  ? 

Each  thinks  a World  too  little  for  his  fway.  3 

Could  you  and  I the  lame  pretences  bring, 

Mankind  fhould  with  more  eafe  receive  a King : 

I would  to  you  the  narrow  World  refign, 

And  want  no  Empire  while  Morat  was  mine. 

Ind.  Wilh’d  freedom  I prelageyou  loon  will  find  5 
If  Heav  n be  juft,  and  be  to  Virtue  kind. 

Mel.  Quite  otherwife  my  mind  foretels  my  Fate : 

Short  is  my  life,  and  that  unfortunate. 

Yet  fhould  I not  complain,  would  Heav’n  afford 
Some  little  time,  ere  death,  to  fee  my  Lord. 

Ind.  Thefe  thoughts  are  but  your  melancholy’s  food  j 
Rais’d  from  a lonely  life,  and  dark  abode 
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But  whatfoeV  our  jarring  fortunes  prove, 

Though  our  Lords  hate,me-thinks  we  two  may  love.- 
MeL  Such  be  our  Loves  as  may  not  yield  to  Fate ; 

I bring  a heart  more  true  than  fortunate. 

\Givuig  their  handu 

To  them  Arimant. 

Arim.  I come  with  hafte  fuprifing  news  to  bring : 

In  two  hours  time,  fince  laft  I fiw  the  King, 

Th  affairs  of  Court  have  wholely  chang’d  their  face : 

Unhappy  Anrei/g-Zebe  is  in  difgrace : 

And  your  f proclaim’d  the  Succeflbr  ) 

Is  call’d,  to  awe  the  City  with  his  power. 

Thofe  Trumpets  his  triumphant  Entry  tell. 

And  now  the  Shouts  waft  near  the  Cittadel. 

7W.  See,  Madam,  fee  th’event  by  me  forefliown: 

I envy  not  your  chance,  but  grieve  my  own. 

MeL  A change  fo  unexpeded  muft  furprife : 

And  more,  becaufe  I am  unus’d  to  joys. 

Lid.  May  all' your  wifhes  ever  prosp’rous  be, 

But  I’m  too  much  concern’d  th’event  to  fee. 

My  eyes  too  tender  are 

To  view  my  Lord  become  the  publick  fcorn. 

I came  to  comfort,  and  I go  to  mourn.  [Talking  her  leave., 

MeL  Stay,  I’ll  not  fee  my  Lord, 

Before  I give  your  fbrrow  fbme  relief. 

And  pay  the  charity  you  lent  my  grief. 

Here  he  (hall  fee  me  firft  with  you  confin’d ; 

And,  if  your  virtue  fail  to  move  his  mind, 

I’ll  ufemy  int’reft  that  he  may  be  kind. 

Fear  not,  I never  mo  v’d  him  yet  in  vain. 

Ind.  So  fair  a Pleader  any  Caufe  may  gain. 

MeL  I have  notafte,  me-thinks,  of  coming  joy  5 
For  black  prefages  all  my  hopes  deftroy. 

Die,  fomething  whifpers,  Melejinda^  die 
Fulfil,  fulfil  thy  mournful  I>eftiny. 

: ' ' Mine 
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Mine  is  a gkamofblifs,  too  hot  to  laft, 

Watty  it  (hinesj  and  will  be  focMi  o r-cafl:^ 

Indamora  and  Melefinda  re-enter^  as  into  the  Chamber  : 

Arim.  Fortune  feems  weary  grown  of  Aureng^Zebe^ 
While  to  her  new-made  Favourite,  Morat^ 

Herlavifh  hand  is  waftefully  profufe; 

With  Fame  and  flowing  Honours  tided  in. 

Born  on  a fwelling  Current  (mooth  beneath  him. 

The  King  and  haughty  Emprefi,  to  our  wonder, 

If  not  atton’d,  yet  feemingly  at  peace. 

As  Fate  for  him  that  Miracle  refcrv’d. 

Enter  in  Triumph^  Emperor,  Morat,<^W  Train. 

Emp.  I have  confefs’d  I love. 

Aslinterpret  fairly  your  defign. 

So  look  not  with  feverer  eyes  on  mine. 

Your  Fate  has  calfd  you  to  th’Imperial  Seat : 

In  duty  be,  as  you  in  Arms  are,  great. 

F or  Aureng'Zebe  a hated  name  is  grown. 

And  Love  le(s  bears  a Rival  than  the  Throne. 

Mor.  To  me,  the. cries  of  fighting  Fields  are  Charms: 
Keen  be  my  Sable,  and  of  proof  my  Arms. 

I ask  no  other  blefling  of  my  Stars  : 

No  prize  but  Fame,  nor  Miftrisbut  the  Wars. 

I fcarce  am  pleas’d  I tamely  mount  the  T-hrone  : 

Would  Aurcfig-Zebe  had  all  their  Souls  in  one  ; 

With  all  my  elder  Brothers  I would  fight, 

And  fo  from  partial  Nature  force  my  right. 

En;p,  Had  we  but  lafting  Youth,  and  time  to  (pare, 

Some  might  be  thrown  away  on  Fame  and  War: 

But  Youth,  the  perifhing  good,  runs  on  toofaft  ; 

And  unenjoy’d  will  fpend  it  fdf  to  wafte  ^ 

Few  know  theufe  of  life  before  ’tis  paft. 

F 5 
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Had  I once  more  thy  vigour  to  command, 

I would  not  let  it  die  upon  my  hand  : 

No  hour  of  pleafure  (hould  pafs  empty  by, 

Youth  (hould  watch  joys,  and  (hoot  ’em  as  they  flie; 

Me-ihinksall  pleafore  is  in  greatnefi  found. 

Rings,  like  Heav  ns  Eye,  (hould  fpread  their  beams  around.- 
Pleas’d  to  be  (een  while  Glory’s  race  they  run : 

Reft  is  not  for  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun. 

Subjefts  are  ftiff-neck’d  Animals,  they  foon 
Feelflacken  d Reins,  and  pitch  their  R ider  down. 

To  thee  that  drudgery  of  Pow  r I give : 

Cares  be  thy  lot : Reign  thou,  and  let  me  live. 

The  Fort  111  keep  foi'  my  lecurity. 

Bus  ne(s,  and  public  State  refign  to  thee. 

Mor.  Luxurious  Rings  are  to  their  People  loft  > 

They  live,  like  Drones,  upon  the  public  coft. 

My  Arms,  from  Pole  to  Pole,  the  World  (hall  (hake : 

And,  with  my  felf^  keep  all  Mankind  awake. 

Believe  me.  Son,  and  needlefi  trouble  (pare  ^ 

Tis  a bafe  World,  and  is  not  worth  our  care. 

The  Vulgar,  a (carce  animated  Clod, 

Ner  pleas’d  with  ought  ’em,  above  Prince  orCo<L 
Were  I a God,  the  drunken  Globe  (hould  roul : 

The  little  Emmets  with  the  humane  Soul 
Care  for  themlelves,  while  at  my  eafe  I fit,  • 

And  (econd  Caufes  did  the  work  of  Fate. 

Or,  if  I would  take  care,  that  care  (hould  be 
For  Wit  that  (corn  d the  World,  and  liv’d  like  me;^ 

Ti?  Nourmahal,  X^iyA^^ancl Attendants. 

Nonr.  My  dear  Morat^  [Embracing  her  Som^ 

This  day  propitious  to  us  all  has  been : 

You’re  now  a Monarch’s  Heir,  and  I a Queen. 

Your  youthful  Father  now  may  quit  the  State, 

And  finds  the  eafe  he  fought,  indulg’d  by  Fate. 

Cares  (hall  not  keep  him  on  the  Throne  awake, 

Nor  break  the  golden  Slumberf  he  would  take. 
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Err^p.  In  vain  I ftruggt*d  to  the  Goaf  of  Life^ 

While  Rebel-Sons,  and  an  imperious  Wife 
Still  dragg’d  me  backward  into  noife  and  ftiife. 

Mor,  Be  that  remembrance  loft  5 and  be*t  my  pride 
To  be  your  pledge  of  peace  on  either  fide. 

To  them^  Aureng-Zebe* 

With  all  thaffurance  Innocence  can  brings 
Fearlels  without,  becaufe  fecure ‘within, 

Arm’d  with  my  courage,  unconcern  d I fee 
This  pomp  5 a ftiame  to  you,  a pride  to  me. 

Shame  is  but-where  with  wickednels’tis  joynef  . 

And,  while  no  bafenefi  in  this  breaft  I find, 

I have  not  loft  the  birth-right  of  my  mind. 

Children  (the  blind  efFeft  of  Love  and  Chance, 

Form’d  by  their  ^ortive  Parents  ignorance) 

Bear  from  their  birth  th’impreflions  of  a Slave : 

Whom  Heav’n  for  {day-games  firft,  and  then  for  fervice  gave; 
One  then  may  be  dilplac’d,  and  one  may  Reign : 

And  want  of  Merit,  render  Birth-right  vain. 

Mor.  Comes  he  t’upbraid  us  with  his  innocence  ? 

Seize  him,  and  take  the  preaching  hence. 

Anr.  Stay,  Sir  5 I,  from  my  year^,  no  merit  plead - To  hk 
All  my  defigns  and  ad:s  to  duty  lead.  \ Father^ 

Your  Life  and  Glory  are  my  onely  end. 

And  for  that  Prize  I with  Mor  at  contend. 

Mor.  Not  him  alone  5 I all  Mankind  defie; 

Who  dares  adventure  more  for  both  than  1 1 

Aur.  I know  you  brave,  and  take  you  at  youc  word  t 
That  prefent  fervice  which  you  vaunt,  afford. 

Our  two  Rebellious  Brothers  are  not  dead : 

Though  vanquifti’d,  yet  again  they  gather  head. 

I dare  you,  as  your  Rival  in  renown, 

March  oiOLyour  Army  from  thTmperial  Town  : 

Chufe  whom  you  pleafe,  the  other  leave  to  me : 

And  fet  our  Father,  abfolutely  free. 
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This,  if  you  do,  to  end  all  future  ftrifc-, 

I am  content  to  lead  a private  life  : 

Disband  my  Army  to  fecure  the  State, 

Nor  aim  at  more,  but  leave  the  reft  to  Fate. 

Morat.  ril  do't.  Draw  out  my  Army  on  the  Plain  : 
War  is  to  me  a paftime,  Peace  a pain. 

Epip-  (to  Mor, ) Think  better  firft. 

(To  Am\)Yo\x  (ee  your  felf  inclos’d  beyond  eicape, 
And  therefore,  Protens-Yik^^  you  change  your  thape. 
Ofpromife  prodigal,  while  pow’r  you  want. 

And  preaching  in  the  Self-denying  Cant. 

Morat.  E\ot  better  5 forthefe  Arts  too  obvious  are,. 
Of  gaining  time,  the  Mafterpiece  of  War : 

Is  Anre??^-Zebc  fo  known  ? 

Anr If  Ads  like  mine, 

So  far  from  int  reft,  profit,  or  defign. 

Can  (how  my  heart,  by  thofe  I would  be  known  : 

I wifli  you  could  as  well  defend  your  own. 

My  abfent  Army  for  my  Father  fought : 

Yours,  in  thefc  Walls,  is  to  inflave  him  brought. 

If  I come  Gngly,  you  an  armed  gueft, 

The  World  with  eafe  may  judge  whofc  Caufe  is  beft. 

Mor,  My  Father  fa w you  ill  defigns  purfue  : 

And  myadmiffionftiow’dhisfear  of  you. 

A$it.  Himfelf  beft  knows  why  he  his  Love  withdraws 
I owe  him  more  than  to  declare  the  caufe. 

But  ftill  I prefe  our  duty  may  be  drown 
By  Arms. 

Mor, — - ril  vanquidr  all  his  foes  alone. 

Ain\Yo\x  fpeak  as  if  you  could  the  Fates  command, 
And  had  no  need  ofany  other  hand. 

But,  fince  my  Honour  you  fb  far  fufpcd, 

’Tis  juft  I ftiould  on  your  defigns  refled. 

To  prove  your  felf  a Loyal  Son,  declare 

You’ll  lay  down  Arms  when  you  conclude  the  War. 

No  prefent  anfwer  your  demand  requires  5 
The  War  once  done,  HI  do  what  Heav’n  infpires. 


And  while  the  Sword  this  Monarchy  fecures-, 

Tis  manag’d  by  an  abler  Arm  than  yours. 

Emp.Morafs  defign  a doubtful  meaning  bears : [j4parU 

In  A/ra/g-Zcbe  true  Loyalty  appears.  ^ 

He,  for  my  fafety,'  does  his  own  defpife  5 
Still,  with  his  wrongs,!  find  his  duty  rife. 

I feel  my  Virtueftrugling  inmy  Soul, 

But  ftronger  Paffion  does  its  pow  r controul. 

Yet  be  advis’d  your  ruine  to  prevent.  \^o  Aur.  aparU 

You  might  be  (afe,  if  you  would  give  confent. 

Aftr.  So  to  your  welfare  I of  ufe  may  be. 

My  life  or  death  are  equal  both  tome. 

E/p^p.  The  Peoples  hearts  are  yours  ^ the  F ort  yet  mine : 

Be  wife,  and  Indamora\  love  refign. 

I am  obferv’d : remember  that  I give 
This  my  laft  proof  of  kindnefs,  die,  or  live. 

Aur,  Life,  with  my  Trjdamora^  I would  chufe  ^ 

But,  lofing  her,  the  end  of  living  loft.  ; 

I had  confider’d  all  I ought  before  3 

And  fear  of  death  can  make  me  change  no  more. 

The  Peoples  lovefolittlel  efteem, 

Condemn’d  by  you,  I would  not  live  by  them. 

May  he  who  muft  y oiir  favour  now  poflefe. 

Much  better  ferve  you,  and  not  love  you  left. 

I’ve  heard  you  p and,  to  fini(h  the  debate,  \^Alond^ 

Commit  that  Rebel  pris’ner  to  the  State. 

Mor.  The  deadly  draught  he  (hall  begin  this  day : 

And  languilh  with  infenfiole  decay. 

Atir,  I hate  the  lingring  fommons  to  attend, 

Death  all  at  once  would  be  the  nobler  end. 

Fate  is  unkind!  me-thinksa  General 
Should  warm,  and  at  the  head  of  Armies  fall. 

And  my  ambition  did  that  hope  purfue. 

That  fol  might  have  di’d  in  fight  for  you.  [To  his 
Mor.  Would  I had  been  diipofer  of  thy  Stars  5 
Thou  (houldft  have  had  thy  wifh,  and  di’d  in  Wars. 

’Tis  I,  not  thou,  have  reafon  to  repine. 

That  thou  fhouldft  fall  by  any  hand,  but  mine. 
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When  thon  mrt  formed,  Hcav  n did  a Man  begin  , 

'But  the  brute  Soul,  by  chance,  was  fhuffl'd  in. 

In  Woods  and  Wilds  thy  Monarchy  maintain  ; 

Where  valiant  Beads,  by  force  anH  rapine,  reign. 

In  Life's  next  Scene,  if  Tranfinigration  be, 

.Some  Bear  or  Lion  is  referv'd  for  thee. 

Mor.  Take'heed  thou  corn’d  notin  that  Lion  s way  : 

I prophecy  thou  wilt  thy  Soul  convey  p 

Into  a Lamb,  and  be  again  my  Prey.  y 

Hence  with  that  dreaming  Pried. 

Nonr. Let  me  prepare 

The  pois’nous  draught : his  death  diall  be  my  care. 

Near  my  Apartment  let  hhn  pris’ner  be : 

That  I his  hourly  ebbs  of  life  may  fee. 

Ahv.  My  life  I would  not  ranfome  with  a pray  r : 

"Tis  vile,  fince’tis  not  worth  my  Father’s  care. 

I go  not,  Sir,  indebted  to  my  grave  : 

You  pai’d  your  felf,  and  took  the  life  you  gave.  [Exit. 

Emp.  O that  I had  more  fenfe  of  vertue  left,  [ Aftde. 

Or  were  of  that,  which  yet  remains,  bereft. 

I’ve  jud  enough  to  know  how  I ofend. 

And,  to  my  diame,  have  not  enough  to  mend. 

Lead  to  the  Mofque 

Mor.  Love’s  pleafures  why  diould  dull  devotion  day  > 

Heav  n to  my  Melefwdas  but  the  way. 

Emperor,  Morat,  afjd  Train. 
Zayd.  Sure  Aureng-Zebe  has  fomewhat  of  Divine, 

Whofe  virtue  through  fo  dark  a clowd  can  (hine. 

Fortune  has  from  Morat  this  day  remov’d 
The  greated  Rival,  and  the  bed  belov’d. 

AW.  He  is  not  yet  remov’d. 

Zayd.  ^ — He  lives,  ’tis  true  5 

But  foon  mud  die,  and,  what  I mourn,  by  you. 

Nonr.  My  Zayda^  may  thy  words  prophetic  be : J Embracing 
i take  the  Omen,  let  him  die  by  me.  \ her  eagerly. 

He  difl’d  in  my  arms  (hall  lofe  his  breath  ; 

And  Life  it  felf  (hall  envious  be  of  Death. 


Zayd. 
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Zay*  Blefs  me,  you  Pow  rs  above ! 

yyioitr ^ Why  doft  thou  ftart  ? 

Is  Love'foftrange  ? or  have  not  I a heart  ? 

Could  Auref7g-Zebe  fo  lovely  feem  to  thee. 

And  I want  eyes  that  noble  worth  to  fee  > 

Thy  little  Soul  was  but  to  wonder  mov’d : 

My  fcnfe  of  it  was  higher,  and  I lov’d. 

That  Man,  that  God-like  Man,  Co  brave,  fo  great  ^ 

But  thefe  are  thy  fmall  praifes  I repeat. 

I’m  carri’d  by  a Tide  of  Love  away  : 

He’s  fomewhat  more  than  I my  felf  can  fay. 

Zdy.  Though  allth’Idea’s  you  can  form  be  true, 

Hemuftnot,  cannot  be  poflefs’d  by  you. 

If contradiding  int’refts  could  be  mixt. 

Nature  her  felf  haft  caft  a bar  betwixt. 

And,  ere  you  reach  to  this  inceftuousLove, 

You  muft  Divine  and  Humane  Rights  remove. 

Count  this  among  the  Wonders  Love  has  done : 

I had  forgot  he  was  my  Husband’sSone ! 

Zay,  Nay,  more  3 you  have  forgot  who  is  your  own : 

For  whom  your  care  foloi^  defign’d  the  Throne. 

M(^rat  muft  fill,  if  Anre^^g^Zebe  ftiould  rife. 

Niw/r.’Tis  true  5 but  who  was  ere  in  love,  and  wife? 

Why  was  that  fatal  knot  of  Marriage  ti’d. 

Which  did,  by  making  us  too  near,  divide  ? , 

Divides  me  from  my  Sex ! for  Heav’n,  I find 
Excludes  but  me  alone  of  Woman-kind. 

I ftand  with  guilt  confounded,  loft  with  (hame. 

And  yet  made  wretched  onely  by  a name. 

If  names  have  feich  command  on  humane  Life, 

Love  hire’s  a name  that’s  more  Divine  than  Wife. 

That  Sovereign  power  all  guilt  from  adion  takes. 

At  leafttheftains  are  beautifulit  makes. 

Zay,  Th’incroaching  ill  you  early  ftiould  oppofe  : 

Flatter’d  ’tis  worfe,  and  by  indulgence  grows. 

AW.  Alas ! and  what  have  I not  laid  or  done? 

I fought  it  to  thelaft : and  Love  has  wonn. 

. , ' G Abloudy 
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A bloudy  Conqueft^  which  deftrudion  brought. 

And  ruin  d all  the  Countrey  where  he  fought. 

Whether  this  Paflion  from  above  was  fent 
The  Fate  of  him  Heav’nfavours  to  prevent, 

Or  as  the  curfe  of  Fortune  in  excefs^ 

That,  ftretching,  would  beyond  its  reach  pofTeis : 

And,  with  a tafte  which  plenty  does  deprave, 

Loaths  lawful  good,  andlawlels  ill  does  crave  ? 

Tjciy,  Bat  yet  confider  

Nour.  — No,  ’tis  lofi  of  time  : 

Think  how  to  farther,  not  divert  my  crime. 

My  artful  Engines  inftantly  111  move : 

Andchufc  thefoft  and  gentleft  hour  of  Love. 
Thellnder-Provoft  of  the  Fort  is  mine. 

But  fee,  Mot  at ! Ill  whilper  my  defign. 

Writer  Morat  with  Arimant,  as  talking  : Attendants. 

Arim,  And  for  that  caufe  was  not  in  public  feen  : 

But  ftays  in  Prifon  with  the  captive  Queen. 

AL>r.Let  my  Attendants  wait  ^ 111  be  alone  : 

Where  leaft  of  State,  there  moft  of  Love  is  (hown. 

Nour,  My  Son,  your  bus  nefsds  not  hard  to  ghefs  5 [ To  Mor. 

Long  abfence  makes  you  eager  to  poffefs : 

I will  not  importune  you  by  my  ftay  5 
She  merits  all  the  Love  which  you  can  pay. 

[Exit  with  Zayda. 

Re-enter  with  Melefinda^  then  Exit.  Morat  runs 

to  Melecinda,  and  embraces  her. 

Mor.  Should  I not  chide  you,  that  youchofe  to  ftay 
In  gloomy  fhades,  and  loft  a glorious  day  ? 

Loft  the  firft  fcuits  of  joy  you  fhould  poffefi 
In  my  return,  and  made  my  Triumph  left? 

Me/.  Should  I not  chide,  that  you  could  ftay  and  fee 
Thofe  joys,  preferring  public  Pomp  to  me  ? 

Through' 
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Through  my  dark  Cell  your  (houts  of  Triumph  rung: 

I heard  with  pleafures  but  I thought ’em  long. 

Mcfr.  The  Public  will  in  Triumphs  rudely  (hare. 

And  Rings  the  rudenefi  of  their  joys  muft  bear : 

But  I made  hafte  to  fet  my  Captive  free: 

And  thought  that  work  was  onely  worthy  me. 

The  Fameofantient  Matrons  you  purlue. 

And  (land  a blamelefi  pattern  to  the  new. 

I have  not  words  to  praife  fiich  Ads  as  thefe : 

But  take  ray  Heart,  and  mold  it  as  you  pleafe. 

Ale/.  A trial  of  your  kindnefi  I muft  make, 

Though  not  for  mine  fo  much  as  Virtue  s lake 

The  Qieen  of  Cajfimeer  — 

Mor — . No  more,  my  love  5 

That  onely  fuit  I beg  you  not  to  move. 

That  (he’s  in  Bonds  for  Anrcrig-Zebe  I know,  t 

And  fhould,  by  my  confont,  continue  fo.  C 

The  good  old  man,  I fear,  will  pity  fhow.  % 

My  Father  dotes,  and  let  him  ftilldote  on  ^ 

He  buys  his  Miftris  dearly  with  his  Throne. 

Mel.  See  her  3 and  then  be  cruel  if  you  can. 

Mor.  ’Tis  not  with  me  as  with  a private  Man. 

Such  may  be  fway’d  by  Honour,  or  by  Love  3 
But  Monarchs,  onely  by  their  int  reft  move. 

Aid.  Heav  n docs  a Tribute  for  your  powV  demand : 

He  leaves  th’oppreftand  poor  upon  your  hand. 

And  thole  who  Stuards  of  his  pity  prove, 

He  blefles,in  return,  with  public  Love. 

In  his  diftrels,  fome  Miracle  is  fhown : 

If exifd,  Heav’n  reftores  him  to  his  Throne. 

He  needs  no  Guard  while  any  Subjects  near ; 

Nor, like  his  Tyrant  Neighbours,  lives  in  fear: 

No  Plots  th'Alarm  to  his  retirements  give  : 

’Tis  all  Mankinds  concern  that  he  fhould  live. 

Alor.  You  promis’d  friendftiip  in  your  low  eftate  3 
And  fliould  forget  it  in  your  better  Fate  3 
Such  Maxims  are  more  plaufiblethan  true  3 
But  fome  what  muft  be  given  to  Love  and  you. 

G 2 ru 
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III  view  this  Captive  Queens  to  let  her  lee, 

Pray'rs  and  complaints  are  loft  on  fiichasme. 

MeL  111  bear  the  news : Heav'n  knows  how  muchlm  pleas’d, 
That,  by  my  care,  th  afllifted  may  be  eas’d. 

As  Jhe  is  going  off^  Enter  Indamora. 

Jz/ii.rilfpare  your  pains,  and  venture  out  alone, 

Since  you,  fair  Princefs,  my  proteftion  own. 

But  you,brave  Prince,  a harder  taskmuft  findf)fr<?  Morat  ^eeling^ 
In  laving  me,  you  would  but  half  be  kind,  \rrho  takes  her  np. 
An  humble  Suppliant  at  your  feet  I lie  5 
You  have  condemn’d  my  better  part  to  die. 

Without  my  Aureng-Zde  I cannot  live  ^ 

Revoke  his  Doom,  or  elfe  my  Sentence  give. 

MeL  If  Meleftnda  in  your  love  have  part, 

Which,  tofulpeft,  would  break  my  tender  heart  i 
If  Love,  like  mine,  may  for  a Lover  plead, 

By  the  chafte  plealures  of  our  Nuptial  Bed, 

By  all  the  int  reft  my  part  fiiff’ rings  make, 

And  all  I yet  would  fuffer  for  your  fake  5 

By  you  your  felf^  the  laftanddeareft  tie 

Mor,  You  move  in  vain  5 for  Aureng-Zebe  muft  die. 

Jnd,  Could  that  Decree  from  any  Brother  come  ? 

Nature  her  felfis  fentenc’din  your  doom. 

Piety  is  no  more,  fhe  fees  her  place 
Ufurp’d  by  Monfters,  and  a favage  Race.  . 

From  her  loft  Eaftern  Climes  you  drive  herforthy 
To  the  cold  Manfions  oftheutmoft  North. 

How  can  our  Prophet  iRiffer  you  to  Reign, 

When  he  looks  down,  and  fees  your  Brother  (lain? 

Avenging  Furies  will  your  life  purfue  : 

Think  there’s  a Heavh,  Mor  at  ^ though  not  for  you. 

MeL  Her  words  imprint  a terror  on  my  mind. 

What  ifthis  death,  which  is  for  him  defign’d. 

Had  been  your  Doom,  (far  be  that  Augury ! ) 

And  you,  not  Aureng-ZdcyConAt^Xind  to  die? 
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Weigh  well  the  various  turns  of  Humane  Fate, 

And  feek,  by  Mercy,  tofecureyour  State. 

hdMdidi  Heav  n the  Crown  for  Aurerig-Zebe  defigny, 

Pity,  for  you,  had  pierc’d  his  generous  mind. 

Pity  does  with  a Noble  Nature  luit : 

A Brother’s  life  hadlufFer’d  nodifpute. 

All  things  have  right  in  life,  our  Prophets  care 
Commands  the  beings  eve  n of  Brutes  to  fpare. 

Though  intfeft  his  reftraint  has  juftifi’d. 

Can  life,  and  to  a Brother,  be  deni’d  > 

Mor.  All  Reafons  for  hisfafety  urg’d,  are  weak : 

And  yet,  me-thinks,  ’tis  Heav’n  to  hear  you  fpcak. . 

Mel.  ’Tis  part  of  your  own  being  to  invade 

Mor,  Nay, if  fhe  fail  to  move, would  you  perfwade  ? j Turm'rJg 
My  Brother  does  a glorious  Fate  purfue.  < to  Inda.^ 

I envy  him,  that  he  muft  fall  for  you. 

He  had*  been  bafe  had  he  releas’d  his  right: 

For  fuch  an  Empire  none  but  Kings  fhould  fight. 

If  with  a Father,  he  difputes  this  prize, 

My  wonder  ceafes  when  I fee  thefe  Eyes. 

Mel  And  can  you  then  deny  thofe  Eyes  you  praife  } 

Can  Beauty  wonder,  and  not  pity  raife  ? 

Mor.  Your  interceiTion  now  is  needlefs  grown : 

Retire,  and  let  me  (peak  with  her  alone.  - 

[ Melefinda  weepings  fo> 
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Queen,  that  you  may  not  fruitlefs  tears  employ,  ( Taking  Inda- 
I bring  you  news  to  fill  your  heart  with  joy : *lmora’j  hand^ 

Your  Lover  King  of  all  the  Eaft  (hall  Reign : 

For  Af/reng-Zebe  to  morrow  (hall  be  flain. 

Tnd.Tht  hopes  you  rais’d  y’aveblafted  with  a Starting 

With  Triumphs  you  began,  but  end  with  Death.  tback.^ 
Did  you  not  fay,  my  Lover  (Iiould  be  King  ? 

Mor.  I,  in  Mor  at  ^ the  beft  of  Lovers  bring  ? 

For  oneforfaken  both  of  Earth  and  Heav’n,  i 

Your  kinder  Stars  a nobler  choice  have  given  t ^ 

My  Father,  while  I pleafe,  a King  appears , 

His  Pow  r is  more  declining  than  his  Years. 
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An'Emperor  and  Lover,  hut  in  fhow: 

But  you,  in  me,  have  Youth  and  Fortune  too. 

AsHeavndid  to  your  eyes  and  form  Divine, 

Submit  the  Fate  of  all  th’Imperial  Line, 

So  was  it  order'd  by  its  wife  Decree, 

That  you  fhould  find  'em  all  compris’d  in  me. 

Lfd,  Sir,  I feem  not  difcompos’d  with  rage. 

Feed  not  your  fancy  with  a falfe  prefege. 

Farther  to  prefe  your  Courtfiiip  is  but  vain'; 

A cold  refufiil  carries  more  difdain, 

Unfetled  Virtue  ftormy  may  appear  5 
Honour,  like  mine,  ferenely  is  fevere. 

To  (corn  your  perfon,and  rejedt  your  Crown, 

Diforder  not  my  face  into  a frown.  [TurKs  from  him. 

Mor,  Your  Fortune  you  fhould  rev’rently  have  us'd: 

Such  offers  are  not  twice  to  be  refus’d. 

I go  to  Anrer?g~Zebe^  and  am  in  hafte : 

For  your  Commands,  they're  like  to  be  the  laft. 

JW.  Tell  him. 

With  my  own  death  I would  his  life  redeem  5 
But,  kfs  than  Honour,  both  our  Lives  efteem. 

Mor,  Have  you  no  more 

Ind, What  (hall  I do  or  fay  > 

He  mufl  not  in  this  fury  go  away. 

Tell  him,  I did  in  vain  his  Brother  move  5 
And  yet  he  falfly  laid,  he  was  in  love. 

Falfiy  5 forhad  he  truly  lov'd,  at  leaft, 

He  would  have  giv’n  one  day  to  my  requeft. 

Mor,  A little  yielding  may  my  love  advance ; 

She  darted  fiom  her  eyes  a fidelong  glance. 

Juft  as  file  Ipoke  ^ and,  like  her  words,  it  flew : 

Seem’d  not  to  beg,  what  yet  (he  bid  me  do. 

A Brother,  Madam,  cannot  give  a day  , 

A Servant,  and  who  hopes  to  merit,  may. 

Mel.  If,  Sir  — ^ [com7f7g  to  him, 

Mor,  No  more— — ftt  fpeeches,  and  a formal  tale, 

With  none  but  States-men  and  grave  Fools  prevail. 


lAftde, 


[To  her. 


Dry 
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Dr\^  up  your  tears,  and  pradiife  every  Grace, 

That  fits  the  Pageant  of  your  Royal  place.  f Exit. 

Me/.  Madam,  the  ftrange  reverfe  of  Fate  you  fee : {To  Ind. 

I piti’d  you,  now  you  may  pity  me.  [ExH  after  him. 

Ind.  Poor  Princefs ! thy  hard  Fate  I could  bemoan, 

Had  I not  nearer  forrows  of  my  own. 

Beauty  is  feldom  fortunate,  wheii  great : 

A vaft  Eftate,  but  overcharg’d  with  Debt. 

Like  thofe  whom  want  to  bafenefs  does  betray: 

I’m  forc’d  to  flatter  him  I cannot  pay. 

0 would  he  be  content  to  feize  the  Throne ; 

1 beg  the  life  of  Aureng-Zebe  alone. 

Whom  Heav’n  would  blefs,  from  Pomp  it  willremove, 

And  make  their  wealth  in  privacy  and  Love.  {Exit, 


A 
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A C T I V. 

Aureng-Zebe  fol^s. 

DIftruft,  and  darknefs,  of  a future  ftate, 

Make  poor  Mankind  fo  fearful  of  their  Fate. 

Death,  in  it  is  nothing  5 but  we  fear 

To  be  we  know  not  what,  we  know  not  where,  [ Soft  MhJIc. 

This  is  the  Ceremony  of  my  Fate : 

A parting  Treaty  and  I’m  to  die  in  State. 

They  lodge  me,  as  I were  the  Perflan  King  : 

And  with  luxurious  Pomp  my  death  they  bring. 

To  him  Nourmahal, 

Nour.  I thought,  before  you  drew-  your  lateft  breathy 
To  fmooth  your  paffage,  and  to  Ibften  death  5 
For  I would  have  you,  when  you  upward  move, 

Speak'kindly'of  me,  to  our  Friends  atove : ‘ - - 

Nor  name  me  there  th'  occafion  of  your  Fate  3 
Or  what  my  Intereft  does,  impute  to  Hate. 

Anr,  I ask  not  for  what  end  your  Pomp’s  defign’d  3 
Whether  t’infult,  or  to  compofe  my  mind  : 
f vinaifk;4  h not  3 

Euf,  knowing l3eath  would  icon  th’Affaiilt  begin. 

Stood  firm  collefted  in  my  Strength  within  : 

Toguardthat  breach  did  all  my  Forces  guide. 

And  left  unmanned  the  quiet  Senfes  fide. 

Nour.  Becaufe  Morat  from  me  his  being  took. 

All  lean  fay  will  much  fufpefted  look  : * 

"Tis  little  to  confefs  your  Fate  I grieve  3 
Yet  more  than  you  would  eafily  believe. 
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Aht.  Since  my  inevitable  death  you  knoWj 
You  fafely  unavailing  pity  (how  : 

Tis  Popular  to  mourn  a dying  Foe. 

Nohy.  You  made  my  Liberty  your  laterequeft: 

Is  no  return  due  from  a grateful  breaft  > 

I grow  impatient,  till  I find  fome  way 
Great  Offices,  with  greater,  to  repay. 

Aur.  When  I conuder  Life,  'tis  all  a cheats 
Yet,  fool'd  with  hope,  men  favour  the  deceit  3 
Truft  on,  and  think  to  morrow  will  repay  : 

To  morrow  s falfer  than  the  former  day  3 
Lies  worfe  3 and  while  it  (ays,  We  (hall  be  bleft 
With  (bme  new  joys,  cuts  off  what  we  poflTeft. 

Strange  couzenage ! none  would  live  paft  years  again, 

Yet  all  hope  pleafure  in  what  yet  remain  3 
And, from  the  dregs  of  Life,  think  to  receive 
What  the  firft  fprightly  running  could  not  give. 

Lm  tir'd  with  waiting  for  this  Chymic  Gold, 

Which  fools  us  young,  and  beggars  us  when  old. 

Nonr.  'Tis  not  for  nothing  that  we  life  purfue  3 
It  pays  our  hopes  withfomething  ftill  that's  new  : 

Each  day's  a Miftris,  unenjoy'd  before  3 

Like  Travellers,  we're  pleas'd  with  (eeing  more. 

Did  you  but  know  what  joys  your  way  attend. 

You  would  not  hurry  to  your  journeys  efid. 

Anr,  I need  not  hafte  the  end  of  Life  to  meet  3 
The  precipice  is  juft  beneath  my  feet. 

Nom\  Think  not  my  (en(e  of  Virtuq  jp  fojfmaft : 

I’ll  rather  lea^^  own  firft,  and  break  your  fall.  - ' f 
My  (may  I not  pall  you  (b  ?()  * \ 

Behold  me  now  no  longer  as  your  Foe  3 ? . „ \hy  the  hand* 

I am  not,  cannot  be  your  Enemy  ! • 

Look,  is  there  any  malice  in  my  .eye,?  • . 

Pray  fit  ^ . JBcth ft 

That  diftance  ftiows  too  much  rerpefi:,©^ fear ; ,, 

You'll  find  no  danger  in  approaching  near. 

Forgive  th'amazement  of  my  doubtful  ftate;  • 
Thiskindnels  from  the  Mother  of  / r 

' H ' Or 
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Or  is*t  feme  Angel,  pitying  what  I bore,  . 

Who  takes  that  (hape,  to  make  my  wonder  more  ? 

Nonr.  Think  me  your  better  Genitts  in  difguife  5 
Or  any  thing  that  more  may  charm  your  eyes. 

Your  Guardian  Angel  never  could  excel 
In  care , nor  could  he  love  his  charge  fo  well. 

Aur.  Whence  can  proceed  fo  wonderful  a change  > 

Nonr.  Can  kindnefi  to  defert,  like  yours,  be  ftrange  ? 

Kindnefs  by  fecret  Sympathy  is  ty'd  5 
For  Noble  Souls  in  Nature  are  alli*d. 

I (aw  with  what  a brow  you  brav’d  your  Fate  3- 
Yet  with  what  mildne(sbore  your  Father’s  hate. 

My  Virtue,  like  a String  wound  up  by  Art, 

To  the  (ame  foilnd,  when  yours  was  touch’d,  took  part, 

At  diftance  (hook,  and  trembled  at  my  heart. 

Aur.  I’ll  not  complain  my  Father  is  unkind. 

Since  fo  much  pity  from  a F oe  I.  find. 

Juft  Heav’n  rewardthis  aft; 

Nonr.  ’Tis  well  the  debt  no  payment  does  demand'. 

You  turn  me  over  to  another  hand. 

But  happy,  happy  (he, 

And  with  the  Mels’d  above  to  be  compar’d. 

Whom  you  your  felf  would,  with  your  felf,  reward  : 

The  greateft,  nay,  the  faireft  of  her  kind,  ^ 

Would  envy  her  that  Bli(s  which  you  defign’d. 

Great  Princes  thus,  when  Favourites  they  rai(e^ 
Tojuftifie  their  Grace,  their  Creatures  praife. 

Naur.  As  Love  the  Nohleft  Paffion  we  account. 

So  to  the. higheft  Ob jeft  it  fhould  rnount; 

It  (hows  you  brave  when  mean  defires  you  (hun. 

An  Eagle  onely  can  behold  the  Sun : 

Andfo  muft  you,  if  yet,pre(age  Divine 
There  1^  in  Dreamsi^  or  was’fa  Vifioti  mine  ? 
uifer.  Ofme? 

Nonr, —And' who  couldeMe  employ  my  thought 

L dream’d,  your  Love  was  by  Love’s  Goddeft  fought  3 
©fEcious  Cupids,  hov’ring  p’r  your  head,. 

Held  Myrtle  wreaths : beneath  your  feet  were  (pread 

- What; 
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What  Sweets  fooivSabean  'Spxmgs  difclofe, 

Our  hdim  Jafmine,  or  the  Syrian  Rofe : 

The  wanton  Minifters  arround  you  ftrove 
For  fervice,  and  inlpird  their  Mother  s Love  : 

Clofeby  your  fide,  and  languiftiing,  (he  lies, 

With  blulhing  cheeks,  (hort  oreath,  and  wifhingeyes  j 
Upon  your  breaft  (iipinely  lay  her  head. 

While,  on  your  face,  her  faraifh’d  fight  (he  fed. 

Then,  with  a figh,  into  thefe  words  (he  broke, 

(And  gather'd  humid  kifles  as  (he  (poke. ) 

Dull,  and  ingrateful  / muft  I offer  love  } 

Defif  d of  Gods,  and  envfd  ev  n by  Jove : ' 

And  doft  thou  ignorance  or  fear  pretend  ? 

Mean  Soul ! and  dar'ft  not  glorioufly  offend? 

Then,  preffing  thus  his  hand — 

Atir ril  hear  no  more.  £ Rijing  ftp. 

*Twas  impious  to  have  underftood  before  5 
And  I,  till  now,  endeavour'd  to  miftake 
Thmceftuous  meaning  which  too  plain  you  make. 

Noht.  And  why  thisnicenefi  to  that  pleafure  ftiown,  ' 
Where  Nature  films  up  all  her  joys  in  one  5 
Gives  all  (he  can,  and  labouring  ftill  to  give,  ' 

Makes  it  fb  great,  we  can  but  tafte  and  live : 

So  fills  the  Senfes,  that  the  Soul  feems  fled, 

And  thought  it  felf  does,  for  the  time,  lie  dead  5 
Till,  like  a String  feru'd  up  with  eager  hafte. 

It  breaks,  and  is  too  exquifite  to  laft  ? 

Af/r.  Heav  ns!  can  you  this,  without  juft  vengeance,  hear? 
When  will  you  thunder,  if  it  now  be  clear? 

Yet  her  alone  let  not  your  Thunder  feize : 

I,  too,deferve  todie,becaufe  I pleafe. 

Nonr.  Cuftom  our  Native  Royalty  does  awe  , 

Promifeuous  Love  is  Nature  s general  Law : 

For  whofoever  the  firft  Lovers  were, 

Brother  and  Sifter  made  the  fecond  Pair, 

And  doubled,  by  their  love,  their  piety. 

Ar.  Hence,  hence,  and  to  fome  barbarous  Climate  fly, 
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Which  onely  Brutes  in  humaneform  does  yield. 

And  Man  grows  wild  in  Nature  s common  Field. 

AV  ho  eat  their  Parents,  piety  pretend 5 
Yet  there  no  Sons  their  Sacred  Bed  afccnd. 
r o vail  great  Sins,  a greater  Crime  you  chafe  ^ 

And,  in  your  Inceft,  your  Adult  ry  lofe. 

Nom\  In  vain  this  haughty  fury  you  have  fliowD, 

How  I adore  aSoul  {0  like  my  own ! 

You  muft  be  mine,  that  you  may  learn  to  live: 

Know  joys,  which  onely  (he  who  loves  can  give. 

Nor  think  thatadion  you  upbraid,  lb  ill ; 

I am  not  chang'd  5 I love  my  Husband  ftill  5 
But  love  him  as  he  was,  when  youthful  grace. 

And  the  fii  ft  down  began  to  fliadehis  fece : 

Tliat  Image  docs  my  Virgin-flames  renew. 

And  all  your  Father  (hines  more  bright  in  you. 

At^r.  In  me  a horrour  of  my  felf  you  raife  ^ 

Curs’d  by  your  love,  and  blaftcd  by  your  praife. 

Y oil  find  new  ways  to  profecute  my  Fate  5 
And  your  leaft*guilty  paffion  was  your  Hate,  c 

Nof/r,  I beg  my  death,  if  you  can  Love  deny,  n cOfferwg  him 
Aur,  ril  grant  you  nothing  yno,not  ev’n  to  die.  \a  Dagger. 
Nmr.  Know  then,  you  are  not  half  fo  kind  as  I. 

L Stamps  mth  her  foot. 

Etiter  MittCi'^  fome  with  Swords  drawsr^  one  with  a Cup. 

You  Ve  chofen,  and  may  now  repent  too  late. 

Behold  th  effed  of  what  you  wilh’d,  my  Hate. 

This  Cup,  a cure  for  both  our  ills  has  brought ; f Taking  the^up 
You  need  not  fear  a Philtre  in  the  Draught,  1 to  prejent  him. 
Aur.  All  muft  be  poifon  which  can  come  \ Receiving  H 

from^thee,  } from  her. 

But  this  the  leaft.'"  T’immortal  Liberty 

Thisfirft  Ipour — like  dying  5 L Spilling  a little  of  if. 

Grim  though  he  be,  Death  pleafcs  when- he  frees.- 
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Ashe  is  going  iodrhiK^  EnterMoX2it  attended, 

Mor,  Make  not  fuch  haftc,  you  muft  my  leifure  (lay : 

Your  Fate’s  defeiT  d,  you  (hall  not  die  to  day.  ' Talking  the  O p 
iV^?//r.Whatfooli(hpity  haspofl'efs’d  your  mind hi/n. 

To  alter  what  your  prudence  once  defign’d  ? 

Mor.  What  if  I pleafe  to  lengthen  out  his  date 
A day,  and  take  a pride  to  cozen  Fate? 

Nonr.  ’T will  not  be  fafe  to  let  him  live  an  hour. 

Mor.  Ill  do’t,  to  Ihow  my  Arbitrary  po w r. 

Nonr.  Fortune  may  take  him  from  your  hands  again. 

And  you  repent  th  occafion  loft  in  vain. 

Mor.  I fmileat  what  your  Female  fear  forelees; 

Tm  in  F ate’s  place,  and  diftate  her  Decrees. 

Let  Arimant  be  call’d.  [_Exit  one  of  his  Aftenda  its, 

Aur.  Give  me  the  poifon,  and  I’ll  end  your  ftrife : 

I hate  to  keep  a poor  precarious  life. 

Would  I my  fafety  on  bale  terms  receive. 

Know,  Sir,  I could  have  liv’d  without  your  leave. 

But  thofe  Icould  accufe,  lean  forgive: 

By  my  difdainful  filence,  let  ’em  live. 

What  ami,  thatyoudareto  bindmy  hand?  [_To  Mor# 
So  low,  I’venot  a Murder  at  command ! 

Can  you  not  one  poor  Life  to  her  afford. 

Her  who  gave  up  whole  Nations  to  your  Sword  ? 

And  from  th’abundance  of  whofe  Soul  and  Hear, 

Th’o’rflowing  ferv’d  to  make  your  mind  fb  great. 

M(?r.  What  did  that  greatnefs  in  a Woman ’smind  ? 

Ill  lodg’d,  and  weak  to  aft  what  it  defign’d.  . 

Pleafore’s  your  portion,  and  your  flothful  eafe  : 

When  Man’s  at  leifure,  ftudy  how  to  pleafe. 

Soften  his  angry  hours  with  fervile  care. 

And  when  he  calls,  the  ready  Feaft  prepare. 

From  Wars,  and  from  affairs  of  State  abftain; 

Women  Emafculate  a Monarch’s  Reign  5 


And 
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;And  murmuring  Crouds,  who  fee  *em  {hine  with  Cold, 

That  pomp, as  their  ownravifh*d  Spoils  behold* 

A&//nRage  choaks  my  words : *tis  Womanly  to  weep  ^ 

In  my  fwoll  n breaft  my  dole  revenge  111  keep  5 ^ 

ril  watch  his  tetider^ft  part,  and  there  ftrike  deep. 

Jur.  Your  ftrange  proceeding  does  my  wonder  move  ^ 
Yetfcems  not  to  exprefia  Brother  s Jove^ 

.Say  to  what  Caufe  my  refcu’d  life  I owe. 

Mor.  If  what  you  ask  would  pleafe,  you  fhould  not  know, 
Butfince  that  knowledge,  more  than  Death,  will  grieve, 

Know,  hidamora  gain’d  you  this  Reprieve. 

Ativ.  And  whence  had  (he  the  pow  r to  work  your  changei* 
Mjor.  The  pow  r of  Beauty  is  not  new  or  ftrange. 

Should  fhe  command  me  more,  I could  obey  s 
But  her  requeft  was  bounded  with  a day. 

Take  that  5 and,  ifyoull  fpare  my  farther  crime, 

Re  kind,  and  grieve  to  death  againft  your  time. 

Tenter  Arimant. 

-B  emove  this  Prisoner  to  Ibme  lafer  place : 

He  has,  for  hdamords  fake,  found  grace : 

And,  from  my  Mother  s rage  muft  guarded  be, 

Till  you  receive  a new  Command  from  me. 

Ari/^.  Thus  Love,  and  Fortune,  perfecute  me  ftill, 

And  make  me  Slave  to  every  Rivals  will.  [A(ide. 

Anr.  How  I difdain  a Life,  which  I muft  buy 
With  your  contempt,  and  her  inconftancy  ! 

For  a few  hours,  my  whole  content  I pay : 

,You  ftiall  not  force  on  me  another  day. 

[ ExH  mth  Arimant. 


Enter  Melefinda. 


Me/.  I have  been  feeking  you  this  houi'*s  long  (pace, 
And  fear’d  to  find  you  in  another  place  5 
But,  fince  you’re  here,  my  jealoufie  grows  lefts 
You  will  be  kind  to  my  unworthineft* 


What 


What  (hall  I fay  ? I love  to  that  degree, 

, Each  glance  another  way  is  robb*d  from  me; 

Abfcnce,  and  Prifons,  I could  bear  again  5 
But  fink,  and  die,  beneath  your  leaft  difdain. 

Mor.  Why  do  you  give  your  mind  thisneedlefs  care^ 
And,  for  your  felf,  and  me,  new  pains  prepare  ? 

I ne*r  approv’d  this  paflion  in  excels  j 

If  you  would  fhow  your  love,  diftruft  me  lefei 

I hate  to  be  purfu’dfrom  place  to  place : 

Meet,  at  each  turn,  a ftale  domeftic  face. 

Th  approach  of  jealoufie  Love  cannot  bear. 

He’s  wild,  and  foon  on  wing,  if  watchful  eyes  come  near; 

Me/.  From  your  lov’d  prefence,  how  can  I depart? 

My  eyes  purlue  the  objeft  of  my  heart. 

Mor.  You  talk  as  if  it  were  our  Bridal  night : 

Fondnelsis  ftill  tlieffeft  of  new  delight  3 
And  Marriage  butthe  pleafure  of  a day : 

The  Metall’s  bafe  the  Gilding  wornaway. 

Me/.  I fear  I’m  guilty  offome  great  ofence, 

And  that  has  bred  this  cold  indifference. 

M(?r.  The  greateft  in  the  world  to  fleftiand  bloud : 

You  fondly  Ibvc  much  longer  than  you  fhou’d. 

Me/.  If  that  be  all  which  makes*  your  difcontent^. 

Of  filch  a Clime  I never  can  repent, 

M(?r.  Would  you  force  Love  upon  me,  which  I (huB’? 
And  bring  courfe  fare,  when  appetite  is  gone? 

Me/.  Why  did  I not,  in  Prifbn,die  before 
My  fatal  freedom  made  me  fuffer  more  ? 

I had  been  pleas’d  to  think  I dy’d  for  you. 

And  doubly  pleas’d,  becaufo  you  then  were  true - 
Then  I had  hope  3 but  now,  alas,  have  none. 

Youiay  youloveme3  let  that  love  be  fhowiv- 
’Tis  in  your  power  to  make  my  happinefi. 

Me/.  Speak  quickly : to  command  me  is  to  blefi.: 

Mor.  To  Indam)ra  yo\x  my  Suit  muft  move  : 

You’ll  fure  fpeak  kindly  of  the  man  you  love. 

Me/.  Oh ! rather  let  me  perilli  by  your  hand, 

Than  break  my  heart,  by  this  unkind  command: 
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ThVnk  Yis  tlie  onely  one  I could  deny  5 
And  that  'tis  harder  to  refufe  than  die. 

Try,  if  you  pleafe,  my  Rivals  heart  to  win: 
ril  bear  the  pain,  but  not  promote  the  fin. 

You  own  what  e r perfedions  man  can  boaft. 

And  if  (he  view  you  with  my  eyes,  (lie’s  loft. 

Irlor.  Here  I renounce  all  love,  all  Nuptial  ties : 

Henceforward  live  a ftranger  to  my  eyes : 

When  I appear,  lee  you  avoid  the  place. 

And  haunt  me  not  with  that  unlucky  face. 

Afr/.  Hard,  as  it  is,  I this  command  obey, 

And  hafte,  while  I have  life,  to  go  away : 

In  pity  ftay  fome  hours,  till  lam  dead, 

That  blamclefsyou  may  court  my  Rivals  Bed. 

My  hated  face  ril  not  prefume  to  fliow  5 
Yet  I may  watch  your  ftepsv/heree’r  you  go. 

Unfeen,  I’ll  gaze  5 and  with  my  lateft  breath, 

Blefs,  while  1 die,  the  Author  of  my  death. 

E//fer  Emperor. 

When  your  Triumphant  Fortune  high  appears, 
Whatcaufe  can  draw  thefe  unbecoming  tears  ? 

LetcheerfulneS  on  happy  Fortune  wait. 

And  give  not  thus  the  Counter-time  to  Fate. 

Mel.  Fortune  long  frown’d,  and  has  but  lately  fmil’d ; 

I doubt  a Foe  fb  newly  reconcil’d. 

You  faw  but  forrow  in  its  waning  form, 

A working  Sea  remaining  from  a Storm  5 
When  the  now  weary  Waves  roul  o’r  the  Deep, 

And  faintly  murmur  ere  they  fall  afteep. 

Emp.  Your  inward  griefs  youfmother  in  your  mind  3 
Rut  Fame’s  loud  voice  proclaims  your  Lord  unkind. 

Let  Famebe  bufie  wherefhe  hasto do; 

T ell  of  fought  Fields,  and  every  pompous  Show. 

Thofe  Tales  are  fit  to  fill  the  Peoples  ears  3 
Monarcbs,unqueftion’d,move  in  higher  Spheres. 

‘ Mel. 
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Mel  Believe  not  Rumor,  but  your  felf  3 an^  fee 
The  kindnefs  ’twixt  my  plighted  Lord  and  me.  [KiJJlng  Morat* 
This  is  our  State  5 thus  happily  we  live  3 
Thefe  are  the  quarrels  which  we  take  and  give. 

(^AJdetoMov.')  I had  no  other  way  to  force  a Kifs. 

F orgi ve  my  laft  F are wel  to  you, and  Blils. 

Emp.  Your  haughty  carriage  foows  too  much  of  feorn. 

And  love,  like  hers,  deferves  not  that  return. 

Mor,  You’ll  pleafe  to  leave  me  judge  of  what  I do, 

And  not  examine  by  the  outward  (how. 

Your  ulage  of  my  Mother  might  be  good  : 

I judg’d  it  not. 

Emp Nor  was  it  fit  youfhoud. 

Mor.  Then,  in  as  equal  Ballance  weigh  my  d^eds. 

Emp.  My  Right,  and  my  Authority,  exceeds. 

Suppofe  (what  111  not  grant)  Injuftice  done  3 
Is  judging  me  the  duty  of  a Son? 

Mor.  Not  of  a Son,  but  of  an  Emperor : 

You  cancelfd  Duty  when  you  gave  mepow  r. 

If  your  own  Aftions  on  your  Will  you  ground, 

Mine  (liall  hereafter  know  no  other  bound. 

What  meant  you  when  you  calf  d me  to  a Throne 
Was  it  to  pleafe  me  with  a Name  alone? 

Emp.  ’Twasthat  I thought  your  gratitude  would  know 
What  to  my  partial  kindnefs  you  did  owe : 

That  what  your  Birth  did  to  your  Claim  deny, 

Your  merit  of  Obedience  might  fupply. 

Mor.To  your  own  thoughts  fuch  hopes  you  mightpropofe3 
But  I took  Empire  not  on  terms  like  thofe. 

Of  bufinefs  you  complain’d  3 now  take  your  eafe : 

Enjoy  what  e’re  decrepid  Age  can  pleafe; 

Eat,  Sleep,  and  tell  long  Tales  of  what  you  were 
In  flow’r  of  Youth,  if  any  one  will  hear, 

Emp.Vow^  like  new  Wine,  does  your  weak  Brain furprife, 
And  its  mad  fumes,  in  hot  difeourfes,  rife  3- 
Eut  time  thefe  giddy  vapours  will  remove  3 
Mean  while  I’ll  tafte  the  fbber  joys  of  Love, 
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A[or.  You  cannoiit  Love,  nor  pleafores  take,  or  give. 
But  life  begin,  when  Vis  too  late  to  live. 

On  a tir’d  Courier  you  purfue  delight, 

Let  flip  your  morning  and  iet  out  at  night. 

Ifyou  have  liv’d,  take  thankfully  the  paft ; 

Make,  as  you  can,  the  fweet  remembrance  laft. 
rf  you  have  not  enjoy’d  what  Youth  could  give, 

But  life  (link  through  you  like  a leaky  Sieve, 

Accuie  your  lelf  you  liv’d  not  while  you  might  3 
But,  in  the  Captive  Queen  refign  your  right. 

I’ve  now  refblv’d  to  fill  your  ufeleis  place  5 
I’ll  take  that  Poft  to  cover  your  diigrace. 

And  love  her,  for  the  honour  of  my  Race. 

E///J?.  Thou  doftbut  try  how  far  I can  forbear. 

Nor  art  that  Monfter  which  thouwouldft  appear ; 

But  do  not  wantonly  my  paflion  move  s 
I pardon  nothing  that  relates  to  Love. 

My  fury  does, like  jealous  Forts,  puriiie 
With  death,  ev’n  Strangers  who  but  come  to  view. 

Mor.  I did  not  onely  view,  but  will  invade : 

Could  you  (hed  venom  from  your  reverend  fhade, 

Like  Trees,  beneath  whofearms  ’tis  death  to  deep  5^ 

Did  rouling  Thunder  your  fenc’d  Fortrefs  keep. 
Thence  would  I (hatch  my  Semele^  like  Jove^ 

And  midft  the  dreadful  Rack  enjoy  my  Love. 

Emp.  Have  I for  this,  ungrateful  as  thou  art. 

When  Right,  when  Nature,  ftruggl’d  in  my  heart  5 ^ 
When  Heav’n  call’d  on  me  for  thy  Brother’s  claim, 
Broke  all,  and  (ulli’d  my  unfpotted  Fame  ? 

Wert  thou  to  Empire,  by  my  ba(ene(s,  brought. 

And  wouldft  thou  ravifh  what  (b  dear  I bought  ? 

Dear ! for  my  Confcience  and  its  peace  I gave  : 

Why  was  my  Reafbn  made  my  paflion’s  (lave  ? 

I feeHeav’ns  Juftice  5 thus  the  Pow’rsDivine, 

Pay  Crimes  with  Crimes  and  punifh  mine  by  thine. 

Mor.  Crimes  let  them  pay,  and  punifh  as  they  pleafe : 
What  Pow’r  makes  mine,  by  Pow’r  I mean  to  (eize. 


Since 
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Since  ’tis  to  that  they  their  own  greatnefi  owe 
Above,  why  (hould  they  queftion  mine  below  ? 

Emp.  Prudence,  thou  vainly  in  our  Youth  art  fought. 
And  with  Age  purchas’d  art  too  dearly  bought : 

We’re  paft  the  ufe  of  Wit,  for  which  we  toil  j 
Late  Fruit,  and  planted  in  too  cold  a Soil. 

My  Stock  of  Fame  is  lavifh’d  and  decay’d  5 
No  profit  of  the  vaft  profufion  made. 

Too  late  my  folly  I repent  5 I know 
My  AurcKg-Zebe  would  ne’r  have  us’d  me  fo. 

But,  by  his  ruine  I prepar’d  my  own  5 ^ 

And,  like  a naked  Tree,  my  fhelter  gone,  J 

To  Winds  and  Winter-ftorms  muft  hand  expos’d  alone. ^ 

Aareng-Zebe,  Arimimt. 

Arii».  Give  me  not  thanks,  which  I will  ne’r  delerve  5 
But  know,  ’tis  fora  Nobler  Price  I forve. 

By  hdamoras  will  you’re  hither  brought: 

All  my  reward,  in  her  command  I fought. 

The  reft  your  Letter  tells  you .See,  like  Light, 

She  comes  j and  I muft  vanifti,  like  the  Night. 


Enter  Indamora. 

Ind.  ’Tis  now  that  1 begin  to  live  again : 

Heav’ns,  I forgive  you  all  my  fear  and  pain : 

' Since  I behold  my  Anreng-Zebe  appear, 

I could  not  buy  him  at  a Price  too  dear. 

His  name  alone  afforded  me  relief. 

Repeated  as  a charm  to  cure  my  grief. 

I that  lov’d  name  did,  as  fome  God,  invoke. 

And  printed  kiffes  on  it  while  Ilpoke. 

Aur,  Short  eafe ; but  long,  long  pains  from  you  I find 
Health,  to  my  eyes  ^ but  poifon,  to  my  mind. 


[_Exit. 
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Why  are  you  made  £b  excellently  fair? 

So  much  above  what  other  Beauties  are. 

That,  ev  n in  curling,  you  new  form  my  breath  ^ 

And  make  me  blels  thofe  Eyes  which  give  me  death? 

hd.  What  reafon  for  your  curfes  can  you  find  ? y 
My  Eyes  your  conqueft,  not  your  death,  defign  d.  C 
It  they  offend,  ’tis  that  they  are  too  kind.  \ 

Aur.  The  mines  they  have  wrought,  you  will  not  fee: 

T oo  kind  they  are,  indeed,  but  not  to  me, 

Ind.  Think  you  bafelntereft  Souls,  like  mine,  canfway  ? 
Or  that,  for  Greatnefs,  I can  Love  betray  ? 

No,  Anreng-Zehe^  you  merit  all  my  heart. 

And  Tm  too  Noble  but  to  give  a part. 

Your  Father,  and  an  Empire ! am  I known  ^ 

No  more  ? or  have  fo  weak  a judgment  fhown  , ? 

In  chufing  you,  to  change  you  for  a Throne  ? ^ 

Aur.  How,  with  a Truth,  you  would  a FaUhood  blind  I ^ 
’Tis  not  my  F ather’s  love  you  have  defign’d  5 X 

Your  choice  is  fix’d  where  Youth  andPow’r  are  joyn’d.  3 
Ind.  Where  Youth  and  Pow  r are  joyn’d ! has  he  a name? 
Anr.  You  would  be  told  3 you  glory  in  your  fhame: 
There’s- Mufic  in^the  Sound  ^ and,  to  provoke 
Your  plea  fure  more^y  meit  muft  be  Ipoke. 

Then,  then  it  ravilhes,  when  your  pleas’d  ear 
The  found  does  from  a wretched  Rival  hear. 

Moraf^s  the  name  your  heart  leaps  up  to  meet. 

While  Aureng-Zebe  lies  dying  at  your  feet. 

I^d.  Who  told  you  this? 

Ann — . Are  you  fo  loft  to  fhame  ? : 

Morat^  Morat^  Morat  : You  love  the  name 
So  well,  your  e’ry  queftion  ends  in  that  3 
You  force  me  ftill  toanfwer  you,  Morat. 

Morat^  who  beft  could  tell  what  you  reveal’d  5 
Morat^  too  proud  to  keep  his  joy  conceal’d. 

Tnd.  Howe’r  unjuft  your  jealoufie  appear. 

It  fhows  the  lofs,  of  what  you  love,  you  fear  5 
And  does  my  pity,  not  my  anger  move  : 

Ml  fond  it,  as  the  froward  Child  of  LovCo 
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To  {hov/  the  truth  of  my  unalter’d  breaft- 
Know,  that  your  life  was  given  at  my  requeft : 

At  leaft  Repriev’d.  When  Heav’n  deni’d  you  aid. 

She  brought  it  5 (he,  whofe  faKhood  you  upbraid. 

Aur.  And  ’tisby  that  you  would  your  falHaood  hide 
Had  you  not  ask’d,  how  happy  had  I dy’d  ! 

Accurft  Reprieve!  not  to  prolong  my  breath. 

It  brought  a ling’ring,  and  more  painful  death. 

I have  not  liv’d  (ince  firft  I heard  the  news  5 
The  gift  the  guilty  giver  does  accufe. 

Youknew  the  price,  and  therequeft  did  move. 

That  you  might  pay  the  Ranfbme  with  your  love. 

I^^d.  Your  accuiation  muft,  I fee,  take  place  5 
And  I am  guilty,  infamous,  and  bafe  1 

Aur.  If  you  are  falfe,  thofe  Epithets  are  (mall  3 
You’re  then  the  things,  the  abftradt  of ’em  all. 

And  you  are  falfe ; you  promis’d  him  your  love. 

No  other  price  a heart  fo  hard  could  move. 

Do  not  I know  him  ? could  his  Brutal  mind 
Be  wrought  upon  ? could  he  be  juft,  or  kind  } 
Infultingly,  he  made  your  love  his  boaft  3 
Gave  me  my  life,  and  told  me  what  it  coft. 

Speak  3 anlwer.  I would  fain  yet  think  you  true 
Lie  3 and  I’ll  not  believe  my  felf,  but  you. 

Tell  me  you  love  3 I’ll  pardon  the  deceit. 

And,  to  be  fool’d,  my  felf  aflift  the  cheat. 

Ind.  No  3 . ’tis  too  late : I have  no  more  to  fay. 

If  you’ll  believe  I have  been  falfe,  you  may. 

Aur.  I would  not  3 but  your  crimes  too  plain  appear :: 
Nay,  even  that  I (hould  think  you  true,  you  fear. 

Did  I not  tell  you,  I would  be  deceiv’d  ? 

hd.  I’m  not  concern’d  to  have  my  truth  believ’d.. 

You  would  be  cozin’d ! would  affift  the  cheat ! 

But  I’m  too  plain  to  joyn  in  the  deceit  : 

I’m  pleas’d  you  think  me  falfe 

And,  whatfbe’r  my  Letter  did  pretend,, 

I made  this  meeting  for  no  other  end. 
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Aur.  Kill  me  not  quite,  with  this  indifference : 

When  you  are  guiltlefi,  boaft  not  an  offence, 

1 know  you  better  than  yoiu*  feif  you  know : 

Your  heart  was  true,  but  did  fome  frailty  (how  : 

You  promis’d  him  your  Love,  that  I might  live  5 
But  promis’d  what  you  never  meant  to  give. 

Speak,  was’t  not  fo?  confelS,  I can  forgive. 

Forgive  what  dull  excufes  you  prepare ! 

As  if  your  thoughts  of  me  were  worth  my  care. 

Ah  Traitrels ! Ah  ingrate!  Ah  faithlefe  mind ! 

Ah  Sex,  invented  firft  to  damn  Mankind! 

Nature  took  care  to  drefi  you  up  for  fin : 

Adorn’d,  without  5 unfinilh’d  left,  within. 

Hence,  by  no  judgment  you  your  loves  diredi:  ^ 

I'alkmuch,  ne’r  think,  and  hill  the  wrong  affedt. 

So  much  felf-love  in  your  compofiires  mix’d. 

That  love  to  other-s  ftill  remains  unfix’d: 

Creatnefs,  and  Noife,  and  Show,  are  your  delight  3 
Yet  wife  men  love  you,  in  their  own  delpight: 

And,  finding  in  their  native  Wit  no  eafe. 

Are  forc’d  to  put  your  folly  on  to  pleafe. 

hd.  Now  you  (hall  know  what  caufe  you  have  to  rage ; 

But  to  increale  your  fury,  not  aflwage : 

T found  the  way  your  Brother’s  heart  to  move, 

Yet  promis’d  not  the  leaft  return  of  Love. 

His  Pride,  and  Brutal  fiercenefs  I abhor  y 
But  (corn  your  mean  fuipitions  of  me  more. 

I ow’d  my  Honour  and  my  Fame  this  care : 

Knowwhat  yourfolly  loft  you, and  defpair.  \Turmngfrom  him. 

Aur. Too  cruelly  your  innocence  you  tell  5 
Show  Heav’n,  and  damn  me  to  the  pit  of  Hell. 

Now  I believe  you  3 tis  not  yet  too  late ; 

You  may  forgive,  and  put  a flop  to  Fate : | 

Save  me, juft  finking,  and  no  more  to  rife.  [ Shefrov^m..  { 

How  can  you  look  with  fuch  relentlefs  eyes  ? 

Or  let  your  mind  by  penitence  be  mov’d,  ■ 

Or  I’m  rcfolv’d  to  think  you  never  lov’d.  i 


You  are  not  clear  a,  anlels  you  mercy  fpeak : 
ril  think  you  took  th  occaiion  thus  to  break. 

Ind.  Small  jealoufies,  'tis  true,  inflame  defire  5 
Too  great,  not  Fan,  but  quite  blow  out  the  Fire : 

Yet  I did  love  you,  till  fuch  pains  I bore, 

That  I dare  truft  my  (elf  and  you  no  more. 

Let  me  not  love  you  ^ but  here  end  my  pain  : 

Diftruft  may  make  me'wretched  once  again. 

Now,  with  full  Sails,  into  the  Port  I move. 

And  (afely  can  unlade  my  breaft  of  Love  5 
Quiet,  and  calm : why  (hould  I then  go  back. 

To  tempt  the  fecond  hazard  of  a Wrack  ? 

Anr.  Behold  thefe  dying  eyes,  fee  their  fubmiflive  awe  ^ 
The(e  tears,  which  fear  of  death  could  never  draw  : 

Heard  you  that  figh?  from  my  heav'd  heart  it  pafl:, 

And  (aid,  If  you  forgive  not,  'tis  my  laft:. 

Love  mounts,  and  rowls  about  my  frormy  mind, 

Like  Fire,  that's  born  by  a tempefluous  Wind. 

Oh,  I could  ftifle  you,  with  eager  hafte ! 

Devour  your  ki(Tes  with  my  hungry  tafte ! 

Ru(honyou!  eat  you!  wander  o’r  each  part. 

Raving  with  pleafure,  (hatch  you  to  my  heart ! 

Then  hold  you  off,  and  gaze ! then,  with  new  rage,^ 

Invade  you,  till  my  confeious  Limbs  pre(age 
Torrents  of  joy,  which  all  their  banks  o’rflow ! 

So  loft,  fo  ble(t,  as  I but  then  could  know ! 

Ind.  Be  no  more  jealous.  [J^iving  hi  n her  hand. 

Anr Give  mecauleno  more; 

The  danger's  greater  after,  than  before, 

Iflrelaple^  tocuremy  jealoufie 
Let  me  f for  that's  the  ei^eft  parting)  die, 

Ind.  My  life  1 

Anr. -_.My  Soul ! 

Ind My  all  that  Heav  n can  g’ ve  I 

Death’s  life  with  you  ^ without  you,  death  to  live. 
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Arim.  Oh,  we  are  loft,  beyond  all  humane  aid ! 

' The  Citadel  is  to  Mora,t  betraid. 

The  T rakor,  and  the  T realbn,  known  too  late  3 

The  falfe  Abas  deliver’d  up  the  Gate.  ? 

Ev’n,  while  I (peak,  we  re  compafi’d  round  with  Fate.  S 
The  Valiant  cannot  fight,  or  Coward  flie  5 
But  both  in  undiftinguifti’d  Crouds  muft  die. 

Anr,  Then  my  Prophetic  fears  are  come  to  pals : 

Morat  was  always  bloudy  5 now,  he’s  bale : 

And  has  fo  far  in  Lllurpation  gone. 

He  will  byParicide  fecure  the  Throne. 

To  them  the  Emperor, 

Emp.  Am  I forlaken,and  betray’d,  by  all  ? 

Not  one  brave  man  dare,  with  a Monarch,  fall 
Then,  welcome  death,  to  cover  my  dilgrace  5 
I would  not  live  to  Reign  o’r  fucha  Race. 

My  Aure^g-Zebe ! [Seeing  Aureng-Zebc. 

But  thou  no  more  art  mine  ^ my  cruelty 
Has  quite  deftroy’d  the  right  I had  in  thee. 

^ I have  been  bale. 

Bale  ev’n  to  him  from  whom  I did  receive 
All  that  a Son  could  to  a Parent  give : 

Behold  me  punifh’d  in  the  felf-lame  kind, 

Th’ungrateful  does  a more  ungrateful  find. 

J//r.  Accufc  your  felf  no  more  5 you  could  not  be 
Ungrateful:  could  commit  no  crime  to  me: 

I onely  mourn  my  yet  uncancell’d  Icore : 

You  put  me  paft  the  pow’r  of paying  more : 

That,  that’s  my  grief,  that  I can  onely  grieve. 

And  bring  but  pity,  where  I would  relieve  ^ 

For  had  I yet  ten  thouland  lives  to  pay. 

The  mighty  fum  ftiould  go  no  other  way. 
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Emp.  Can  you  forgive  me  ? \\s  not  fit  you  ffiou*d 
Why  will  you  be  fo  excellently  good  ? 

'Twill  (tick  too  black  a brand  upon  my  name: 
The*Swordisneedle(s5  I (hall  die  with(hame. 

What  had  my  age  to  do  with  Loves  delight. 

Shut  out  from  all  enjoyments  but  the  fight? 

Arim.  Sir,  you  forget  the  danger's  imminent : _ 

This  minute  is  not  for  excufeslent.  / 

Emp.  Difturb  me  not — ^ 

How  can  my  lateft  hour  be  better  (pent  ? j 

To  reconcile  my  (elf  to  him  is  more. 

Than  to  regain  all  I po(Te(s’d  before. 

Empire,  and  Life  are  now  not  worth  a pray  r : 

His  love,  alone,  delerves  my  dying  care. 

Af/r.  Fighting  for  you,  my  death  will  glorious  be. 

Seek  to  preferveyour  felf^and  live  forme. 

Anm.  Lo(e  then  no  farther  time. 

Heav'n  has  in(pif  d me  with  a hidden  thought,  ^ 

Whence  your  unhop’d  for  (afety  may  be  wrought,  > 
Though  with  the  hazard  of  my  bloud  'tis  bought.  ^ 

But,  fince  my  life  can  ne  r be  fortunate, 

Tis  (b  muchfbrrow  well  redeem'd  from  Fate. 

You,Madam,  muftretire^ 

Your  Beauty  is  itsown  fecurity. 

And  leave  the  conduft  of  the  reft  to  me. 

Glory  will  crown  my  life,  if  I fucceed  5 

If  not,  (he  may  afford  to  dove  me  dead.  ' {_Aflde. 

Aur.  My  Father’s  kind  5 and,  Madam,  you  forgive; 

Were  Heav’nfb  pleas’d,  I now  could  wifti  to  live. 

And,  I (hall live. 

With  Glory,  and  with  Love,  at  once  I burn  : 

I feel  th’infpiring  heat,  and  abfent God  return.  [^Exemt. 
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ACT  V. 

Indamora  alorie. 

T He  nightfecms  doubled  with  the  fear  (he  brings^ 
And,  o’r  the  Cittadel,  new  fpreads  her  wings. 
The  Morning,  as  miftaken,  turns  about, 

And  all  her  early  fires  again  go  out. 

Shouts,  cries,  and  groans,  firlt  pierce  my  ears,  and  then 
A flafh  of  Lightning  draws  the  guilty  Scene, 

• And  (hows  me  Arms,  and  Wounds,  and  Dying  men. 

Ah,  (hould  my  AHre?7g-Zebe  be  fighting  there, 

And  envious  Winds  diftinguifii'd  to  my  ear, 

His  dying  groans,  and  his  laft  accents  bear ! 

To  her  Morat,  atter^cled, 

Mor,  The  bloudy  bus  nefi  of  the  Night  is  done, 

And,  in  the  Cittadel,  an  Empire  wonn. 

Our  Swordsfo  wholly  did  the  Fates  employ, 

That  they,  at  length,  grew  weary  to  deftroy  : 

Refus’d  the  work  we  brought  5 and,  out  of  breath,, 
Made  Sorrow  and  Defpair  attend  for  Death. 

But  what  of  all  my  Conqueft  can  I boaft? 

My  haughty  pride,  before  your  eyes,  is  loft : 

AndViftory  but  gains  metoprefent 

That  Homage,  which  our  Eaftern  World  has  lent.. 

hd.  Your  Viftory,  alas,  begets  my  fears : 

Can  you  not  then  triumph  without  my  tears? 

Refolve  me  ^ ( for  you  know  my  Deftiny 
In  Aiifc^ig-Zebes ) lay,  do  I live,  or  die? 

Urg’c^y  my  Love,  by  hope  ol  Empire  fir’d  5 
’Tis  true,  I ha*  perform’d  what  both  requir’d  : 

What  Fate  decreed  ^ for  when  great  Soulsare  giv’n. 
They  bear  the  marks  of  Sov’reignty  fi  om  Heav’n. 


My  Elder  Brothers  my  fore-runners  came  5 
Rough-draughts  of  Nature,  ill  defign  d,  and  lame : 
Blown  off,  like  Bloffoms,  never  made  to  bear  5 
Till  I came,  finifh'd  3 her  laft  labour’d  care. 

I^d.  This  Prologue  leads  to  your  liicceeding  fin : 
Bloud  ended  what  Ambition  did  begin. 

Mor.  ’Twas  rumor’d,  but  by  whom  I cannot  tell. 

My  Father  fcap’d  from  out  the  Cittadel ; 

My  Brother  too  may  live. 

I^d. He  may.  ’ 

Mor.^ He  muft; 

I kill’d  him  not : and  a left  Fate’s  unjuft. 

Heav’n  owes  it  me,  that  I may  fill  his  room  3 
A Phoenix-Lover,  rifing  from  his  Tomb. 

In  whom  you’ll  lofe  your  forrows  for  the  dead  3 
More  warm,  more  fierce,  and  fitter  for  your  Bed. 

Ind.  Should  I from  Aureng-Zebe  my  heart  divide, 

T o love  a Monfter,  and  a Par icide  > 

Thefe  names  your  fwelling  Titles  cannot  hide. 

Severe  Decrees  may  keep  our  Tongues  in  awe  3 
But  to  our  thoughts,  what  Edift  can  give  Law? 

Ev’n  you  your  felf^  to  your  own  breaft,  ihall  tell 
Your  crimes  3 andyour  own  Confciencebe  your  Hell. 

Mor.  What  bus  ne&  has  my  Confcience  with  a Crown 
She  finks  in  Pleafures,  and  in  Bowls  will  drowm. 

If  mirth  (hould  fail,  Til  bufie  her  with  cares3 
Silence, her  clamorous  voice  \vith  louder  Wars: 
Trumpets  and  Drums  ftall  fright  her  from  the  Throne, 
As  founding  Cymbals  aid  the  lab’ring  Moon. 

Ind.  Repeirdby  thefe,  more  eager  (lie  will  grow  3 
Spring  back  more  ftrongly  than  a Scythian  Bo  we : 

Amidft  your  Train,  this  unfcen  Judge  will  wait  3 
Examine  howyou  came  by  all  your  State  3 
Upbraid  your  impious  Pomp  3 and,  in  your  ear. 

Will  hallow.  Rebels  Tyra?;tj  Murd.erer. 

Your  ill-got  Pow’r  wan  looks  and  care  (hall  bring: 

Known  but  by  difcontentto  be  a King. 
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Of  Crouds  afraid,  yet  anxious  when  alone  3 
Youl  fit  and  brood  your  forrows  on  a Throne. 

Af<?r  Birthright’s  a vulgar  road  to  Kingly  fway  3 
Tis  ev  ry  dull-got  Elder  Brother’s  way. 

Dropt  from  above,  he  lights  into  a Throne  3 
Crows  of  a piece  with  that  he  fits  upon, 

Heav’ns  choice,  a low,  inglorious,  rightful  Drone. 

But  who  by  force  a Scepter  does  obtain. 

Shows  he  can  govern  that  which  he  could  gain. 

Right  comes  of  courfe,  what  e r he  was  before  3 
Murder  and  Ufurpationare  no  more. 

hd.  By  your  own  Laws  you  fuch  Dominion  make. 
As  ev  ry  ftronger  Pow  r has  right  to  take ; 

And  Paricide  will  fo  deform  your  name, 

That  dilpoflefling  you  will  give  a claim. 

Who  next  Ufiirps,  will  a juft  Prince  appear  3 
So  much  your  mine  will  his  Reign  endear. 

Afor.  I without  guilt,  would  mount  the  Royal  Seat 
But  yet  ’tis  necefTary  to  be  great. 

Ind.  All  Creatnefs  is  in  Virtue  underftood: 

’Tis  onely  neceflTary  to  be  good. 

Tell  me,  what  is’t  at  which  great  Spirits  aim. 

What  moft  your  felf defire  > 

Mor Renown,  and  Fame, 

And  Pow  r,  as  uncontrol’d  as  is  my  will. 

Ind,  How  you  confound  defires  of  good  and  ill  / 
For  true  renown  is  ftill  with  Virtue  joyn’d  3 
Butluft  ofPow’rlets  loofo  th’unbridl’d  mind. 

Yours  is  a Soul  irregularly  great. 

Which  wanting  temper,  yet  abounds  with  heat ; 

So  ftrong,  yet  fo  unequal  pulfes  beat. 

A Sun  which  does,  through  vapours  dimnly  fhine : 
What  pity  ’tis you  are  not  all  Divine! 

New  molded,  thorow  lighten’d,  and  a breaft 
So  pure,  to  bear  thelaft  fcvereft  teft  3 
Fit  to  command  an  Empire  you  (hould  gain 
By  Virtue,  and  without  a blufti  to  Reign. 


Mor,  You  {l:ow  rnc  fc)mewhat  I neY  learnt  before  ^ 
But  ’tis  thedifta;  r p^ofpeft  of  a Shore, 

Doubtful  iij  m»tis  s which,  like  inchanted ground, 

Dies  from  my  fight,  before  kis  fully  found. 

Dare  to  be  great,  without  a guilty  Crown  5 
View  it,  and  lay  the  bright  temptation  down : 

Tis  baletofeize  on  all,  becaufeyou  may  5 
That's  Empire,  that  which  I can  give  away : 

There's  joy  when  to  wild  Will  you  Laws  prefcribe. 
When  you  bid  Fortune  carry  back  her  Bribe : 

A joy,  which  none  but  greateft  minds  can  tafte  5 
A Fame,  which  will  to  endlefs  Ages  laft. 

Mor.  Renown,  and  Fame,  in  vain,  I courted  longs 
Andfcill  purfu'd  'em,  though  direfted  wrong. 

Tn  hazard,  and  in  toils,  I heard  they  lay  s 
Sail'd  farther  than  the  Coaft,  but  mifs’d  my  way : 

Now  you  have  giv  n me  Virtue  for  my  guide  s 
And,  with  true  Honour,  ballafted  my  Pride, 

Unjuft  Dominion  I no  more  purfues 
I quit  all  other  claims  but  thole  to  you. 

/W.  Oh  be  not  juft  to  halves ! pay  all  you  owe : 
Think  there’s  a debt  to  Melejinda  too. 

To  leave  no  blemifh  on  your  after  lifes 
Reward  the  virtue  of  a SufTring  Wife ; 

Mor.  To  love  once  paft,  I cannot  backward  move  s 
Call  yefterday  again,  and  I may  love. 

'Twas  not  for  nothing  I the  Crown  refign  d s 
I ftill  muft  own  a Mercenary  mind  ; 

I,  in  this  venture,  double  gains  purliie. 

And  laid  out  all  my  Stock  to  purchafo  you. 

To  them  Alaph  Chan. 

Now,  what  fiiccels?  Aurerjg'Zehe  yet  live? 

Afaph.V oxtxxn^  has  giv’n  you  all  that  ftiecan give, 
Your  Brother — 

Mor. Hold  s thou  Chow’ft  an  impious  joy^ 

And  think'ft  I ftill  take  pleafure  to  deftroy : 
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Know^  I am  chang’d,  and  would  not  have  him  flain. 

Afapk  Tis  paft  5 and  you  defire  his  life  in  vain. 

He  prodigal  of  Soul,  m(h’d  on  the  ftroke 
Of  lifted  Weapons,  and  did  wounds  provoke: 

In  (corn  of  Night,  he  would  not  be  conceal’d  5 
His  Souldiers,  where  he  fought,  his  name  reveal’d  : 

In  thickeft  crouds,  ftill  Aureng-Zebe  did  (bund : ^ 

The  vaulted  Roofs  did  Anrerig-Zebe  rebound,  \ 

Till  late,  and  in  hisfall,  the  name  was  drown’d.  i 

Ind.  Wither  that  hand  which  brought  him  to  his  fate, 

And  blafted  be  the  tongue  which  did  relate. 

Afaph.  His  Body — — 

Mor» Ceafe  toinhanfe  her  mifery : 

Pity  the  Queen,  and  (how  reiped  to  me. 

’Tisev’ry  Painters  Art  to  hide  from  fight. 

And  caft  in  fhades,  what  fcen  would  not  delight. 

Yourgrief^  in  me  fiich  fy mpathy  has  bred,  \To  her. 

I mourns  and  wi(h  I could  recall  the  dead. 

Love  (bftens  me  5 and  blows  up  fires,  which  pals 
Through  my  tough  heart,  and  melt  the  ftubborn  Ma(s. 

Ind.  Break,  hearty  or  choak,  withlbbs,  my  hated  breathy 
Do  thy  own  work  : admit  no  forreign  death. 

Alas ! why  do  I make  this  ufelefi  moan  ? 

I’m  dead  already,  for  my  Soul  is  gone. 

To  them^Mw  Baba.  ^ 

I 

Mir.  What  tongue  the  terror  of  this  night  can  tell, 

Within,  without,  andround  the  Citadel ! 

A nevy-form’d  Faftion  does  your  pow’r  oppofe  5 
The  Fight  s confus'd,  and  all  who  meet  are  foes : 

A lecond  clamour,  from  the  Town,  we  hear  j \ 

And  the  far  noife  fo  loud,  it  drowns  the  near. 

Abas,  whofeem’d  our  Friend,is  either  fled ; 

Or,  what  we  fear,  ourEnemies  does  head : 

Your  flighted  Soldiers  fcarce  their  ground  maintain. 

Aftfr.I  thank  their  fury  5 we  ftiall fight  again ; 
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They  roufe  my  rage  s Vm  eager  to  fiibdae : 

Tis  fatal  to  with-hold  my  eyes  from  you. 

Q Exit  rvjth  the  tm  Omrahf^ 

» Eriter  Melefinda. 

Mel.  Canmifery  no  place  ofCifety  know  } 

Thenoifepurfues  me  wherefoe'r  I go, 

As  Fate  fought  onely  me, and  where  I fled. 

Aim’d  all  its  Darts  at  my  devoted  head. 

And  let  it  5 I am  now  pall  care  of  life  ^ 

The  laft  of  Womens  an  abandon’d  Wife. 

Ind.  Whether  Defign  or  Chance  has  brought  you  here, 

I ftand  oblig’d  t o F ortune,  or  to  F ear : Z 

Weak  Women  (hould,  in  danger,  herd  like  Deer.  j 

But  fay,  from  whence  this  new  combuftion  fprings  ? 

Are  there  yet  more  Morats  ^ more  fighting  Kings  ? 

Mel.  Him  from  his  Mother’s  love  your  eyes  divide, 

And  now  her  Arms  the  cruel  ftrife  decide. 

Ind.  What  ftrange  misfortunes  my  vext  life  attend  > 

Death  will  be  kind,  and  all  my  forrows  end. 

If  Nourmahal  prevail,  I know  my  fate. 

' Mel.  I pity,as^  my  own,  your  hard  eftate  5 
But  what  can  my  weak  charity  afford  .<? 

I have  no  longer  int’refl:  in  my  Lord 

Nor  in  his  Mother,  He : (he  owns  her  hate  ^ . .. 

Aloud  5 and  would  her  felf  Ufurp  the  State. 

Ind.  I’m  ftupifi’d  with  forrow,  paft  relief 
Of  tears':  parch’d  up,  and  wither’d  v/ith  my  grief. 

Mel.Dry  mourning  will  decays  more  deadly  bring, 

As  a North  Wind  burns  a too  forward  Spring. 

Give  forrow  vent,  and  let  the  fluces  go. 

Ind.  My  tears  are  all  congeal’d,  and  will  not  flow. 

Mel.  Have  comfort  ^ yield  not  to  the  blows  of  Fate. 

Ind'.  Comfort,  like  Cordials  after  death,  comes  late. 

Name  not  fo  vain  a word  5 my  hopes  are  fled  : 

Think  your  Alorat  were  kind,  and  think  him  dead. 
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Me/.  I can  no  more 

Can  no  more  arguments,  for  comfort,  find  : 

Your  boding  words  have  quite  o'r-whelm'd  my  mind. 

[Clatterwg  of  weapons  mthin. 
Ind.  Thenoife  increafes,  as  the  Billows  rore^ 

When  rowling  from  afar  they  threat  the  Shore. 

She  comes  5 and  feeble  Nature  now  I find 
Shrinks  back  in  danger,  and  forfakes  my  mind. 

I wifli  to  die,  yet  dare  not  death  endure  5 
Deteft  the  Med  cine,  yet  defire  the  Cure. 

I would  have  death  5 but  mild,  and  at  command ; 

I dare  not  truft  him  in  another's  hand. 

In  Nom'mahars^  he  would  not  mine  appear  5 
But  arm’d  with  terror,  and  difguis’d  with  fear. 

MeL  Beyond  this  place  you  can  have  no  retreat: 

Stay  here,  and  I the  danger  will  repeat. 

I fear  not  death,  becaufe  my  life  I hate : 

And  envious  death  will  fhun  th’ unfortunate. 

Ind.  You  muft  not  venture. 

Mel — Let  me : I may  do 

My  felf  a kindnefs,  in  obliging  you. 

In  your  lov’d  name.  I’ll  feek  my  angry  Lord  5 
And  beg  your  fafety  from  his  conqu’ring  Sword  : 

So  his  proteftion  all  your  fears  will  eafe. 

And  I (hall  fee  him  once, and  not  difpleafe.  [ExH. 

Ind.  Oh  wretched  Queen  ! whatpow’r  thy  life  can  fave  } 

A ftranger,  and  unfriended,  and  a Have ! 

Enter  Nourmahal,  Zayda,  and  Abas,  vpHh  SoMiers. 

Alas,  (he’s  here ! 

Qndamora  withdraws  to  the  inner  part  of  the  Scene. 
Hear  dels  they  fought,  and  quitted  foon  their  ground, 
While  ours  with  eafie  viftory  were  crown’d. 

To  you,  Ahas^  my  Life  and  Empire  too,  , 

And,  what’s  yet  dearer,  my  Revenge,  I owe. 

Ahas.  The  vain  by  his  own  rafhnefs  wrought, 

Too  foon  difeover’d  his  ambitious  thought  3 

Believ’d 
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Believ’d  me  his,  becaufe  I Ipoke  him  fair. 

And  pitch’d  his  head  into  the  ready  fiiare; 

Hence ’tvvas  I did  his  Troops  at  firft  admit; 

But  filch,  whofe  numbers  could  no  fears  beget ; 

By  them  th’Emperor’s  Party  firft  I flew. 

Then  turn’d  my  Arms  the  Viftors  to  fubdue. 

Nour.  Now  let  thehead-ftrong  Boy  my  will  controul ; 
Virtue’s  no  flave  of  Man ; no  Sex  confines  the  Soul : 

I,  formyfelf,  th’ImperialSeat  will  gain. 

And  he  (hall  wait  my  leifure  for  his  Reign. 

But  Anreng-Zebe  is  no  where  to  befbund. 

And  now  perhaps  in  Death’s  cold  arms  he  lies : 

I fought,  and  conquer’d,  yet  have  loft  the  prize. 

The  chance  of  War  determin’d  well  the  ftrife. 

That  rack’d  you,  ’twixt  the  Lover  and  the  Wife. 

He’s  dead,  whole  love  had  fulli’d  all  your  Reign, 

And  made  you  Emprefii  ofthe  World  in  vain. 

Nour.  No  ; I my  pow’r  and  pleafiire  would  divide : 

The  Drudge  had  quench’d  my  flames,  and  then  had  di’d. 

I rage,  to  think  without  that  Blift  I live; 

That  I could  wi(h  what  Fortune  would  notgive : 

But,  what  Love  cannot.  Vengeance  muft  fiipply ; 

She,  who  bereav’d  me  of  his  heart,  (hall  die. 

Zayd.  I’ll  (earch : far  diftant  hence  (he  cannot  be.  [_  Goes  m 
Nour.  This  wondrous  Mafter-piece  I fain  would  fee ; 

This  fatal  Helen,  who  can  Wars  infpire. 

Make  Rings  her  Slaves,  and  fct  the  World  on  fire. 

My  Husband  lock’d  his  Jewel  fiom  my  view  ; 

Or  durft  not  (et  the  fai(e|one  by  the  true. 

Re-enter  Zayda,  leading  Indamora. 

Zay.  Yom  frighted  Captive,  ere  (he  dies,  receive ; 

Her  Soul’s  juft  going  el(e,  without  your  leave.  . 

Nour.  A fairer  Creature  did  my  eyes  ne’r  fee ! 

Sure  (he  was  form’d  by  Heav'n  in  Ipitc  to  me ! 
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Some  Angel  copi’d,  while  I flept,  each  grace, 

A:nd  molded  ev  ry  feature  from  my  face. 

Such  Majefty  does  from  her  forehead  rile, 

Her  cheeks  inch  bluihes  caft,  fuch  rays  her  ejxs. 

Nor  I,  nor  Envy,  can  a blemilh  find  ^ \ 

The  Palace  is,  without,  too  well  defign’d  : ^ 

Conduft  mein,  for  I will  view"  thy  mind.  ^ [To  her^. 

Speak,  if  thou  haft  a Soul,  that  I may  fee,  ^ 

If  Heav  n can  make  throughout  another  Me. 

hd.  My  tears  and  mifcries  muft  plead  my  caule  5 [Kneclwg^ 
My  w^ords,  the  terror  of  your  prefence  awes  : 

Mortals,  in  fight  of  Angels,  mute  become  5 
The  Nobler  Nature  ftrikes  thdnferiour  dumb. 

Notir,  The  Palm  is,  by  the  Foes  confeflion,  mine  5 
But  I difdain  what  bafely  you  refign. 

Heav’n  did,  by  me,  the  outward  model  build  : 

Its  inward  work,  the  Soul,  with  rubbifh  filfd. 

Yet,  Oh!  th’imperfeft  Piece  moves  more  delight , 

Tis  gilded  or  with  Youth,  to  catch  the  fight. 

The  Gods  have  poorly  robb’d  my  Virgin  bloom, 

And  what  I am,  by  what  I was,  o’rcome. 

Traitrels,  reftore  my  Beauty  and  my  Charms, 

Nor  ftealmy  Conquefts  with  my  proper  Arms. 

’ Ltd.  What  have  I done,  thus  to  inflame  your  hate  ? 
lam  not  guilty,  but  unfortunate. 

Nour,  Not  guilty,  when  thy  looks  my  pow  r betray,  / 
Seduce  Mankind,  my  Subjeft,  from  my  Sway,  -y 

Take  all  my  Hearts,  and  all  my  Eyes  away  ? 

My  Husband  firft  5 but  that  I could  forgive : 

Heonely  mov’d,  and  talk'd,  but  did  not  live. 

My  Anrcng-Zehe^  for  T dare  own  the  name. 

The  glorious  fin,  and  the  more  glorious  flame  3 
Him,  from  my  beauty,  have  thy  eyes  milled, 

And  ftarv'd  the  joys  of  my  expefted  Bed.  x 

hid.  His  love,  fo  fought,  he's  happy  that  he’s  dead.  % 

O had  I courage  but  to  meet  my  Fare  5 
That  (hort  dark  paflage  to  a future  ftate> 

That 
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That  melancholly  Riddle  of  a breath. 

Nour.  That  fbmething,  or  that  nothing,  after  death : 

Take  this,  and  teach  thy  fel£  [ Givwg  a F 

Iftd.  Alas ! 

ISIonr Why  doft  thou  (hake  ? 

Diftionour  not  the  vengeance  I dcfign’d : 

A Queen,  and  own  a bafe  Plebeian  mind  ! 

Let  it  drink  deep  in  thy  moft  vital  part : 

Strike  home,  and  do  me  reafon  in  thy  heart. 

, Ind.  I dare  not. 

Nonr Do*t,  while  I ftand  by  and  fee. 

At  my  fullguft,  without  the  drudgery. 

I love  a Foe,  who  dares  my  ftroke  prevent, 

Who  gives  me  the  full  Scene  of  my  content, 

Shows  me  the  flying  Soufs  coiivulfive  ftrife. 

And  all  the  anguifh  of  departing  life  : 

Difdain  my  mercy,  and  my  rage  defie  5 ^ 

Curfe  me  with  thy  laft  breath  5 and  make  me  fee  X 

A Spirit  worthy  to  have  Rivafd  me.  § 

Ind,  Oh,  I defire  to  die  5 but  dare  not  yet  : 

Give  mefome  refpite,  Til  difcharge  the  debt. 

Without  my  Aureng-Zebe  1 would  not  live. 

Nonr.  Thine,  Traitrefs!  thine ! that  word  has  winged  thy  fate. 
And  put  me  part  the  tedious  forms  of  hate, 
ril  kill  thee  with  fuch  eager nefs  and  hafte, 

As  Fiends,  let  loofe,  would  lay  all  Nature  wafte. 

% ^ Indamora  runs  backj  / Nourmahal  is  running 
( to  her.  CUJJjing  of  Swords  is  heard  within. 
Yield,  y are  orpowr'd;  refiftanceisin  vain.  \JVithin. 
Mor.  I'hen  death  s my  choice  : fubmifTion  I difdain.  f Within. 
Nour.  B etirc,  you  Slaves:  Ah  whether  does  he  run  [^At  the  door. 
On  pointed  Swords } Difarm,  but  five  my  Son. 
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Morat  fiaggering^  and  upheld  by  Souldters. 

Mor.  She  lives ! and  I (hall  fee  her  once  again ! 

I have  not  thrown  away  my  life  in  vain. 

S Catches  hold  <?/IndamoraV  Gown^ 
Landf  ills  by  her  : floe  fits. 

I can  no  more  5 yet,  ev  n in  death,  I find 
My  fainting  body  byals'd  by  my  mind  : 

I fall  toward  you 5 ftill  my  contending  Soul 
Points  to  your  breaft,  and  trembles  to  its  Pole. 

To  them  Melefinda,  haflily^  cafiing  her  felf  on  the  other 
fide  of  Morat.  - 

Mel.  Ah  wo,  wo,  wo ! the  word  ofwoes  I find  ! 

Live  ftill : Oh  live  ^ live  ev  n to  be  unkind. 

With  half-fhut  eyes  he  feeks  the  doubtful  day  3 
But,  Ah ! he  bends  his  fight  another  way. 

He  faints ! and  in  that  figh  his  Soul  is  gone  5 

Yet  Heaven's  unmov'd,  yet  Heav'n  looks  carelefton. 

Nour.Vlhtxt  are  thofePow’rs  which  Monarchs  ftiould  defend  ? 
Or  do  they  vain  Authority  pretend  , 

O'r  humane  Fates,  and  their  weak  Empire  (how, 

Which  cannot  guard  their  Images  below  ? 

If,  as  their  Image,  he  was  not  Divine, 

They  ought  to  have  relpefted  him  as  mine.  * 

I’ll  waken  them  with  my  revenge  5 and  fhe 
T\\€\x  Indamora  (hall  my  Viftim  be. 

And  Helplefs  Heav'n  fhall  mourn  in  vain,  like  me. 

^ As  fie  is  going  to  Jiab  Indamora,  Morat 
\raifes  himfelf  and  holds  her  hand. 

Mor.  Ah,  what  are  we. 

Who  dare  maintain  with  Heav'n  this  wretched  ftrife, 

Puft  with  the  pride  of  Heav'ns  own  gift,  frail  life? 

That  blaft  which  my  ambitious  Spirit  fweU’d, 

See  by  how  weak  a Tenure  it  was  held ! 
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I oncly  ftay  to  fave  the  Innocent  ; 

Oh  envy  not  my  Soul  its  laft  content. 

hid-  No,  let  me  die  5 Tm  doubly  fiimmon  d now  5 
Fiiit,by  my  Aiireng^Zebe'-)  and,  fince,by  you. 

My  Soul  grows  hardy,  and  can  death  endure : 

Your  Convoy  makes  the  dang  rous  way  fecure. 

Mel.  Let  me,  at  leaft,  a Funeral  Marriage  crave  ^ 

Nor  grudge  my  .cold  embraces  in  the  Grave. 

I have  too  juft  a Title  in  the  ftrife  : 

By  me,  unhappy  me,  he  loft  his  life  : 

I call’d  him  hither  5 ’twas  my  fatal  breath  5 
And  I the  Screech-Owl  that  proclaim’d  his  death. 

[Shout  mthim 

Abas.Wh^t  new  Alarms  arethefe?  FlI  hafte  and  fee.  [Exit. 

Look  up,  and  live  : an  Empire  fhall  be  thine. 

Mor.  That  I contemn’d,  ev*n  when  I thought  it  mine. 

Oh,  I muft  yield  to  my  hard  Deftinies,  [To  Indamora, 

And  muft  for  ever  ceafe  to  fee  your  eyes. 

Mel.  Ah  turn  your  fight  to  me,  my  deareft  Lord ! 

Can  you  not  one,  one  parting  look  afford  ? 

Ev  n fb  unkind  in  death  > but’tis  in  vain  5 
. I lofe  my  breath,  and  to  the  Winds  complain  : 

Yet  ’tis  as  much  in  vain  your  cruel  fcorn  3 
Still  I can  love,  without  this  laft  return.  - - 

Nor  Fate,  nor  You,  can  my  vow’d  faith  controul  3 
Dying,  I’ll  follow  yourdifdainful  Soul : 

AGhoft,  I’ll  haunt  your  Choft  3 and,  where  you  go,. 

With  mournful  murmurs  fill  the  Plains  below. 

Mor.  Be  happy,  Melef.nda^  ceafe  to  grieve, 
And,fbramoredeferving  Husband,  live: 

Can  you  forgive  me  ? 

Mel. —Can  I ! Oh  my  heart !‘ 

Have  I heard  one  kind  word  before  I part  ? 

I can, I can  forgive:  is  that  a task 

To  love,  like  mine  ? Are  you  fo  good  to  ask? 

One  kifs Oh  ’tis  too  great  aMefffpgthis  3 [Kips  him] 

I would  not  live  to  violate  the  blifs. 


Re-enter 


Ahas,  Some  envious  Devil  has  ruin’d  us  yet  more : 
The  Fort's  revolted  to  the  Emperor  5 
The  Gates  are  open’d,  the  Portcullis  drawn  5 
And  deluges  of  Armies,  from  the  Town, 

Come  pow’ring  in : I heard  the  mighty  flaw, 
Whenfirftitbroke,  the  crowding  Enfigns  (aw. 
Which  choak’d  the  paflage  5 and,  (what  leaft I fear’d,) 
The  waving  Arms  oi Aitrer?g-‘Zebe  appear’d, 

Dilplay’d  with  your  Moral's : 

In  eithcr’sFlag  the  golden  Serpents  bear,  ^ 

Erefted  Crefts  alike,  like  Volumes  rear,  > 

And  mingle  friendly  hidings  in  the  Air.  > 

Their  Troops  are  joyn’d,  and  our  deftruftion  nigh. 

Nour,  ’Tis  vain  to  fight,  and  Idildain  to  flie. 
ril  mock  the  Triumphs  which  our  Foes  intend  3 
And,  fpite  of  Fortune,  make  a glorious  end. 

In  pois’nous  draughts  my  liberty  I’ll  find  : 

And  from  thenaufeous  World  (et  free  my  mind. 


{Exit, 


At  the  other  end  of  the  Stage^  Enter  Aureng-Zebe,  Dianet,  and 
Attendants.  Aureng-Zebe  turns  bacl{^  and Jpeal^^  entring. 


Aur. T\iq  lives  of  all,  who  cea(e  from  combat,  (pare  3 
My  Brothers  be  your  moft  peculiar  care; 

Our  impious  ufe  no  longer  (hall  obtain  3 
BrothciS  no  more,  by  Brothers,  (hall  be  (lain. 

{ Seeing  Indamora  and  Morat. 
Ha  ! do  I dream  ? is  this  rny  hop’d  (uccels  ? 

I grow  a Statue,  did,  and  motionlds.  ' 

Look,  Dianet  3 for  I dare  not  truft  the(e  eyes  3 
They  dance  in  mifts,  and  dazle  wi-th  furprife. 

Dia.  Sir,  ’tis  Moral 3 dying  he  (eems,  or  dead ; 

And  Indamora  s hand 

Aar* — Supports  his  head. 


Thou 
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Thou  (lialt  not  break  yet  heart,  norfhall  (he  know 
My  inward  toiments,  by  my  outward  (how  3 
To  let  her  fee  my  weaknefs  were  too  bafe^ 

Didembled  Quiet  fit  upon  my  face  : 

My  (bn  ow  to  my  eyes  nopafiagefind, 

But  let  it  inward  fink,  and  drown  my  mind, 

Falfhood  (hall  want  its  Triumph  : I begin 
To  ftagger  5 but  ill  prop  my  felf  within. 

The  (pecious  Tow  r no  mine  (hall  difclofe, 

Till  down,  at  once,  the  mighty  Fabrick  goes. 

Mor.  In  fign  that  I die  yours,  reward  my  love,  [To  Ind^ 

And  feal  my  Pafport  to  the  Blels’d  above.  [ Kijpr/g  her  hand. 

Ind,  Oh  (lay  5 or  take  me  with  you  when  you  go : 

There  s nothing  now’'  worth  living  for  below, 

Mor.  I leave  you  not  5 for  my  expanded  mind 
Crows  up  to  Heavn,  while  it  to  you  is  joyn’d  : 

Not  quitting,  but  enlarg'd  ! A blazing  Fire, 

Fed  from  the  Brand.  [D/Vr, 

Mel.  Ah  me  ! he’s  gone ! I die  ! [Swoons. 

Ind.  — Oh  difmal  day  ! 

Fate,  thou  haft  ravilh’d  my  lafthope  away. 

0 Hcav’n ! my  Anreng-Zebe  — 5 She  turns^and fees  Aureng-Zebe 

’ - - What  ftrange  furprife  I e funding  by  hcr^  and Jiarts. 

Or  does  my  willing  mind  delude  my  eyes, 

And  (hows  the  Figure  always  prefent  there  ? 

Or  liv’ft  thou  ? am  I blefs’d,  and  lee  thee  here  <? 

Anr.  My  Brother’s  body  lee  convey’d  5 Turning  from  her^  to 
with  care,  ^ his  AJtendanfs. 

Where'we  may  Royal  Sepulture  prepare. 

With  fpeed  to  Melefnda  bring  relief  5 

Recal  her  (pirits,and  moderate  her  grief. — [Half  turning  to  Ind. 

1 go,  to  take  for  ever  from  your  view 
Both  the  lov’d  Objeft,  and  the  hated  too. 

[Going  away  after  the  Bodies^  which  are  carried 
Ind.  Hear  me  ^ yet  think  not  that  I beg  S Laying  hold 

yourftay;  (of  him. 

I will  be  heard,  and  after  take  your  way. 

Go  5 


Go  5 but  your  late  repentance  (hall 


^HeJiruggksJi-^7':  ; 
X.She  lets  him ^0, 


be  vain : 


111  never,  never  fee  your  face  again. 


[Turnwg  away* 


Aur*  Madam,  I know  what  ever  you  can  lay : 

You  might  be  pleas’d  not  to  command  my  ftay. 

All  things  are  yet  diforder’d  in  the  Fort  3 
I muft  crave  leave  your  audience  may  be  fhort, 

/W.  You  need  not  fear  I (hall  detain  you  long  3 
Yet  you  may  tell  me  your  pretended  wrong. 

Anr>  Is  that  the  bus’nefi?  then  my  ftay  is  vain. 

Ind.  How  are  you  injur’d  ? 

Aiir* —When  did  I complain  ? 

Ind,  Leave  off  your  forc’d  refpeft — , 

And  (how  your  rage  in  its  moft  furious  form  : 

I’m  arm’d  with  innocence  to  brave  the  Storm. 

You  heard,  perhaps,  your  Brother’s  laft  defire  3 
And  after  faw  him  in  my  arms  expire  : 

Saw  me,  with  tears,  fo  great  a loft  bemoan  : 

Heard  me  complaining  my  laft  hopes  were  gone. 

Anr, 'Oh  ftay,  and  take  me  with  you  when  you  go. 
There’s  nothing  now  worth  living  for  below. 
Unhappy  Sex  ! whole  Beauty  is  your  fiiare  3 
Expos’d  to  trials  3 made  too  frail  to  bear. 

I grow  a fool,  and  fhow  my  rage  again  : 

Tis  Nature’s  fault  3 and  why  ftiould  I complain  ? 

.hd.  Will  you  yet  hear  me  ? 

Aiir. Yes,  till  you  relate 

What  pow  rful  Motives  did  your  change  create. 

You  thought  me  dead,  and  prudently  did  weigh 
Tears  were  but  vain,  and  brought  but  Youths  decay. 
Then,  in  Morat^  your  hopes  a Crown  defign’d  3 
And  all  the  Woman  work’d  within  your  mind. 

I rave  again,  and  to  my  rage  return, 

To  be  again  flibjefted  to  your  fcorn.  • ' ! 


Ind* 
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hid.  I wait  till  this  long  ftorm  be  over-blown. 

Aur.  Im  confeious  of  my  folly : I have  done. 

I cannot  rail  5 but  Clently  Til  grieve. 

Howdiditruft!  and  how  did  you  deceive! 

Oh,  Arimant^  would  I had  di’d  for  thee ! 

I dearly  buy  thy  generofity. 

Ind.  Alas,  is  he  then  dead  ? 

Aur Unknown  to  me. 

He  took  my  Arms  5 and  v/hile  I forc’d  my  way. 
Through  Troops  of  Foes,  which  did  our  paflage  (lay. 
My  Buckler  or  my  aged  Father  caft. 

Still  fighting,  ftill  defending  as  I paft. 

The  nohltArimant  ufiirp’d  my  name  5 

Fought,  and  took  from  me,  while  he  gave  me,  fame. 

To  Aireng-Zebe^  he  made  hisSouldiers  cry, 

And  feeing  not,  where  he  heard  danger  nigh. 

Shot,  like  a Star,  through  the  benighted  Sky. 

A fliort,  but  mighty  aid  : at  length  he  fell. 

My  own  adventures  ’twere  loft  time  to  tell  5 
Or  how  my  Army,  entring  in  the  night, ' 

Surpris’d  our  Foes ; the  dark  diforder’d  fight: 

How  my  appearance,  and  my  Father  fhown. 

Made  peace  5 and  all  the  rightful  Monarch  own. 
Fvelumm’d  it  briefly,  fince  it  did  relate 
Th’unwelcome  fafety  of  the  man  you  hate. 

Ind.  As  briefly  will  I clear  my  innocence  : 

Your  alter’d  Brother  di’d  in  my  defence. 

Thofe  tears  you  law,  thattenderneft  I fnow’d, 

Were  juft  effefts  of  grief  and  gratitude. 

He  di’d  my  Convert. 

Aur But  your  Lover  too  : 

I heard  his  words,  and  did  your  aftions  view  5 
Youfeem’dto  mourn  another  Lover  dead  : 

My  fighs  you  gave  him,  and  my  tears  you  fhed. 

But  worft  of all. 

Your  gratitude  for  hii  defence  was  ftiown : 

It  prov’d  you  valu’d  life  when  I was  gone. 

M ' . 
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Ind.  Not  that  I valadlife^  but  fear’d  to  die  : 
Think  that  my  weaknefi,  hot  inconftancy. 

Aur.  Fear  (bow'd  you  doubted  of  your  own  intent 
And  (he  who  doubts  becomes  le(s  innocent. 

Tell  me  not  you  could  fear  5 

Fears  a large  promifer,  who  fiibjeftlive 

To  that  bafe  paflion,  know  not  what  they  give. 

No  circuraftance  of  grief  you  did  deny  ^ 

And  what  could  (he  give  more  who  durftnotdie  ? 

I^d.  My  love,  my  faith. 

Aur.  — . — ► Both  fo  adulterate  grown. 

When  mix'd  with  fear,  they  never  could  be  known.^ 

I wifh  no  ill  might  her  I love  befall  3 

But  (he  ne’r  lov'd  whodurft  not  venture  all.  - ^ 

Her  life  and  fame  (hould  my  concernment  be  5 
But  (he  (hould  onely  be  afraid  for  me. 

/W.  My  heart  was  yours  3 but,  Oh  ! you  left  it  here 
Abandon'd  to  thole  Tyrants,  Hope  and  Fear : 

If  they  forc’d  from  me  one  kind  look  or  word, 

Could  you  not  that,  not  that  fmall  part  afford  ? 

Aur.  If  you  had  lov'd,  you  nothing  yours  could  call 
Giving  the  leaft  of  mine,  you  gave  him  all. 

True  love’s  a Mifer  3 (b  tenacious  grown : 

He  weighs  to  the  leaft  grain  of  what’s  his  own. 

More  delicate  than  Honour’s  niceft  (en(e : 

Neither  to  give  nor  take  the  leaft  offence. 

With,  or  without  you,  I can  have  no  reft : 

What  (hall  I do?  y 'are lodg’d  within-my  breaft : 

Your  Image  never  will  be  thence  di(plac’d  3 
But  there  it  lies,  ftabb’d,  mangled,  and  de&c  d. 

hd.  Yet,  to  reftore  the  quiet  of  your  heart. 

There's  oneway  left. 

Aifr. Oh  name  it. 

/W.  — — — 'Tis  to  part. 

Since  perfed  bliftw^ith  me  you  cannot  prove, 

I (corn  to  blifi  by  halves  the  man  I love. 

Aur.  Now  you  diftrad  me  more : (hall  then  the  day, 
Which  views  my  Triumph,  fee  ouiToves  decay  ? 
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Muft  I new  bars  to  my  own  joy  create  > 

Reflife,  my  felf,  what  I had  forc’d  from  Fate  ? 

What  though  I am  not  lov’d  } 

Reafon’s  nice  tafte  does  our  delights  deftroy : 

Brutes  are  moreblefs’d,  who  groflyfeedonjoy. 

r»d.  Such  endlels  jealoufies  your  lovepurlue, 
lean  no  more  be  fully  blels’d  than  you. 

I therefore  go,  to  free  us  both  from  pain : 

I pris’d  your  Perfon,  but  your  Crown  dildain. 

Nay,ev’n  my  own' — ^ 

I give  it  you  5 for  fince  I cannot  call 

Your  heart  my  Subjed,  I’ll  not  Reign  at  all.  [Exit. 

Aur.  Go : though  thou  leav’ft  me  tortur’d  on  the  Rack, 
Twixt  Shame  and  Pride,  I cannot  call  thee  back. 

She’s  guiltlels,  and  I Ihould  fubmit^  but  Oh ! 

When ftie  exads  it,  caniftoop  fo  low? 

Yes  ^ for  {he’s  guiltlels ; — but  {he’s  haughty  too 
Great  Souls  longftruggle  ere  they  own  a crime : 

She’s  gone  j and  leaves  me  no  repenting  time. 

I’ll  call  her  now;  fure,  if  file  loves,  {he’ll  ftay; 

Linger  atleaft,  or  not  go  far  away,  - 

[Ij)oks  to  the  door^aud  returm. 
For  ever  loft,  and  I repent  too  late. 

My  fooliih  pride,  would  let  my  whole  Eftate, 

Till,  at  one  throw,  I loft  all  back  to  Fate. 


To  him  the  ^^eror,  dram/ig  /wlndamora:  Attendants. 


Emp.lt  muft  not  be,  that  he,  by  whom  we  live 
Should  no  advantage  of  his  gift  receive. 

Should  he  be  wholly  wretched  ? he  alone. 

In  this  blefs’d  day,  a day  fo  much  his  own  ? 

I have  not  quitted  yet  a Vidor’s  right : 

I’ll  make  you  happy  in  your  own  defpight. 

I love  you  ftill , and  if  I ftruggle  hard 
To  give,  it  (hows  the  worth  of  the  reward. 

Ind.  Suppofe  he  has  o’rcome ; muft  I find  place 
Among  his  conquer’d  Foes, ' and  fue  for  grace  ? 
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[To  Indamora. 


Be 
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Be  pardon’d,  and  confefs  1 lov’d  not  well  ? 

What  though  none  live  niy  innocence  to  tell  > 

I know  it : Truth  may  own  a genYous  pride : 

I clear  my  felf,  and  care  for  none  befide. 

Anr,  Oh,  I?7da?7-wra^  you  would  break  my  heart ! 

Could  you  refolve,  on  any  terms,  to  part  > ' . 

I thought  your  love  eternal:  was  it  ti’d 
So  loolly,  that  a quarrel  could  divide  ? 

I grant  that  my  fulpitions  were  unjuft  ^ 

But  would  youleave  me  for  a (mall  diftrufl:  > 

Forgive  thofe  fooli(h  words [ Knedh^g  to  her. 

They  were  the  froth  my  raging  folly  mov’d, 

When  it  boil’d  up : I knew  not  then  I lov’d  5 
Yet  then  lov’d  moft. 

hd.  (to  Aur.')  You  would  but  half  be  bleft ! f Givi^ig  her 

Anr. Oh  do  but  try  \hand^fmilwg. 

My  eager  love : I’ll  give  my  felf  the  lie. 

The  very  hope  is  a full  happinefi  5 
Yetfcantly  meafureswhat  Ifhall  polTefo 
Fancy  it  fclf,  ev’nin  enjoyment,  is 
But  a dumb  Judge,  and  cannot  tell  its  blifo 
Emf  Her  eyes  a (ecret  yielding  doconfefs, 

And  promife  to  partake  your  happinefs.  - 
May  all  the  joys  I did  ray  felf  purfue, 

Be  rais’d  by  her,  and  multipli’d  on  you. 

AProcejpon  of  Prklis^^  Slaves  follow  wg^^d  laft 
Melefinda  in  white. 

Ir?d,  Alas ! what  means  this  Pomp  '> 

Anr.  ’Tisthe  Proceffion  of  a Funeral  Vow, 

Which  cruel  Laws  to  Indian  Wives  allow, 

When  fatally  their  Virtue  they  approve  5 
Chearful  in  flames,  and  Martyrs  of  their  Love, 
hid.  Oh  my  foreboding  heart  1 th’event  I fear  ^ 

And  fee!  fad  does  appear,  - 

Mel.  You  wrong  my  love , what  grief  do  I betray.^ 

This  is  the  Triumph  of  my  Nuptial  day. 


My 


fso 

My  better  Nuptials^  which,  in  fpight  of  Fate, 

For  ever  joyn  me  to  my  dear  Morat. 

Now  I am  pleas’d  5 my  jealoufies  are  o’r  : 

He’s  mine  5 and  I can  lole  him  now  no  more. 

EmpAxt  no  falfe  (how  of  Fame  your  reafon  blind. 
lud.  You  have  no  right  to  die  ^ he  was  not  kind. 
MeL  Had  he  been  kind,  I could  no  love  have  ihown 
Each  vulgar  Virtue  would  as  much  have  done. 

My  love  was  fuch,  it  needed  no  return  5 
But  could,  though  he  fuppli’d  no  fuel,  burn. 

Rich  in  it  felf^  like  Elemental  fire. 

Whole  purenefs  does  no  Aliment  require. 

In  vain  you  would  bereave  me  of  my  Lords 
For  I will  die : die  is  too  bafe  a word  s 
ril  (eek  his  breaft,  and  kindling  by  his  fide. 

Adorn'd  with  flames,  I’ll  mount  a glorious  Bride. 

Enter  Nourmahal  d/Jira&ed^  ndth  Zayda. 

Z.//.  6'hes  loft,  (he  s loft ! but  why  do  Icomplain 
For  her,  who  generoufly  did  lifedifdain  ! 

Poifon’d,  (he  raves 

Th’invenom’d  Body  ^does  the  Soul  attack  5 
Th’invenom’d  Soul  works  its  own  poifon  back. 

Nour,  I burn,  I more  than  burn  s I am  all  fire  : 
i'ee  how  my  mouth  and  noftrils  flame  expire. 

ril  not  come  near  my  felf 

Now  I’m  a burning  Lake,  it  rowls  and  flows  5 
ril  ru(li,and  pour  it  all  upon  my  Foes. 

Pull,  pull  that  reverend  piece  of  Timber  near  : 

Throw’t  oh ’tis  dry  - - ’twill  burn 

Ha,  ha  ! how  my  old  Husband  crackles  there  / 

Keep  him  down,  keep  him  dov7n,turn  him  about : 
Iknowhims  he’ll  but  whiz,  and  ftraitgo  out. 

Fan  me,  you  Winds : what,  not  one  breath  of  Air  > 

I burn  ’em  all,  and  yet  have  flames  to  fpare. 

Qiienchrae:  pour  on  whole  Pavers.  ’Tis  in  vain: 

Morat  ftands  there  to  drive  ’em  bacleagain : 


[Exit. 


With 


With  thole  huge  Bellows  in  his  hands^  he  blows 
New  fire  into  my  head ; my  Brain-pan  glows. 

See,  fee ! there’s  Aureng-Zebe  too  takes  his  part  j 
But  he  blows  all  his  fire  into  my  heart. 

Alas,  what  fury ’s  this  ? 

Nonr.  — -That’s  he,  that’s  he ! ^ Staring  up  oh  him^  and 

I know  the  dear  man’s  voice : ' \ catching  at  him. 

And  this  my  Rival,  thisthecurfedlhe. 

They  kils  s into  each  others  arms  they  run : 

Clofe,  clofe,  clofe  J mull:  I fee,  and  muft  have  none  ? 

Thou  art  not  hers : give  me  that  eager  kils. 

Ingrateful ! have  I lo^Morat  for  this? 

Will  you  ? before  my  face  ? poor  helplels  I 

See  all  3 and  have  my  Hell  before  I die ! \_Smksdovcn. 

Emp.  With  thy  laft  breath  thou  haft  thy  crimes  confeft : 
Farewel  5 and  take,  what  thou  ne’r  gav’ft  me,  reft. 

But  you,  my  Son,  receive  it  better  here : S Giving  him  Inda- 

The  juft  rewards  of  Lov^  and  Honour  wear,  c mora’j*  hand. 
Receive  the  Miftris  you  folong  have  ferv’d  5 
Receive  the  Crown  your  Loialty  preferv’d. 

Take  you  the  Reins,  while  I from  cares  remove, 

And  deep  within  the  Chariot  which  I drove. 


Epilogue. 


Epilogue. 


A Pretty  taskj  and  fo  1 told  the  Foot^ 

Who  needs  would  undertake  to  pleaje  hy  Rule 
He  thought  that^  if  hk  CharaUers  were  good^ 

The  Scenes  entire.^  and  freed  from  noife  and  hloud  5 
The  ASion  great^  yet  eircumfcril)  d by  Time^ 

The  Words  not  fore  d^  but  Jliding  into  Rhime^ 

The  Pajjions  ratsd  and  calm'd^  by  j'ult  Degrees^ 

As  Tides  are  fweWd^  and  then  retire  to  Seas  5 
He  thought^  in  hitting  thefe^  his  bus'nefs  done^ 

Though  he^  perhaps^  has  fair d in  evry  one: 

But^  after  all^  a Poet  muji  confefs^ 

Hk  Ards  like  Phyfick:)  but  a happy  ghefs*. 

Tour  Plcafure  on  your  Fancy  muji  depend: 

The  Ladys  pleas  d^  jufi  as  Jhe  likes  her  Friend. 

No  Song  ! no  Dance  ! no  Show  ! he  fears  you  I fay^ 

Tou  love  all  naked  Beauties^  htt  a Play. 

He  much  miflakes  your  methods  to  delight  5 - 

And^  like  the  French^  abhors  our  Target  fight : y 

But  thofe  damnd  Dogs  can  never  be  itF  right.  3 

True  Englijh  hate  your  Monjieurs  paltry  Arts^ 

For  you  are  all  Silkr^eavers^  in  your  hearts. 

Bold  Brittons^  at  a brave  Bear-garden  Fray^ 

Are  rouzid : and^  clatfring  Sticky^  cry^  Blafy  play,  play. 
Mean  time^  your  filthy  Forreigner  will  flare^ 

And  mutter  to  kimfelf  Ha  gens  Barbare ! 

And^  Gad^  'tis  wM  he  mutters  5 well  for  him  5 
Our  Butchers  elfe  would  tear  him  limb  from  limb. 

Tk  true^  the  time  may  come^  you?  Sons  may  be 
SnfeSed  with  thk  French  civility  3 


Bni  this  in  After-ages  mil  be  done : 

Oar  Poet  writes  a hundred  years  too  foon, 

, This  Age  comes  on  too  Jlorv^  or  he  too  fuji : 

And  early  Springs  are  fubjeS  to  a blaji! 

Who  would  excels  when  few  can  make  a Teji 
Betwixt  indifferent  W7nting  and  the  bejl  ^ 

For  Favours  cheap  and  commo??^  who  woud  Jirive^ 
Whichy  like  abandon'd  Projlitutes^  you  give  .<? 

Tet  fcatterd  here  and  there  I fome  behold^ 

Who  can  difcern  the  Tinfel  from  the  Gold: 

To  thefe  he  writes  5 and^  if  by  them  allow  d^ 

Fis  their  Prerogative  to  rule  the  Crowd. 

For  he  more  fears  (like  a pre fuming  Ala^) 

Their  Votes  who  cannot  judge^  than  theirs  who  can. 


F I J s. 
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